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NO PACH UCO 


Ru] MORNING Ladies and gentlemen, the Butthole 
EA WITH Surfers: Singer Gibby Haynes, a six foot 
No NSENSE six long-haired gutter rat, who's not nearly 
as stark, grim, or demonic as painted by 
the mainstream music press; Guitarist 
Paul Leary, who, truth be told, is much 
more frightening than the aforementioned, 
ready to unleash his ornery angst at any 
| given moment when not letting loose with 
frank observations and candid retrospec- 
tion; King Coffey, a drummer anchoring 
not only these Buttholes but his own 
record label, Trance Syndicate. 

Recording since 1981, the Buttholes know 
the rock and roll game well and now stare 
national stardom in the face thanks to the 
burgeoning popularity of Electriclarryland, 
their latest disc on Capitol. We managed 
to get them to talk to us despite the fact 
that Brutarian and its writers are, and 
always will be, small potatoes. 

rian: Since I've followed Texas music for quite awhile, I'd like to know if the Butthole Surfers have 
trespected underground legends Roky Erickson & the Thirteenth Floor Elevators? 

Yeah, Roky was a great guy. We put a record out on his label. 

y: You could make an argument that if you look at Texas popular music, there's a weird element 
through it. Some of the musicians from the fifties, like Roy Orbison, certainly looked weird. 

lly kinda sounded weird when he came out with his heavy drum roll and the toms. He was one of 
riginal white musicians. You can look at the sixties with ? and the Mysterians and "96 Tears". 


even the Texas psychedelic scene was weird by psychedelic standards. In the seventies there was ZZ 
f the strangest bands on the planet. They have a successful repertoire that could be considered 


wants. And he 


Leary: Well, it was a ep tune on the MTV playlist. 
That's why you do it. 
Brutarian: Exposure. 
Leary: It translates into sales. Plus, it's fun to make. 
Haynes: You know what I like? If you're a big band 
you can smoke and drink booze in your videos. If 
we had two or three platinum records on the 
walls, we could be slamming dope in our 
videos. 
Brutarian: Do you guys ever go onstage 
fucked up before sets and wonder what the 
hell you're doing up there? 
Haynes: All the time. Just kidding. No 
one can go onstage and play better if 
you're all doped up. If I smoke pot before 
I go on, I get real paranoid about how the 
kids are getting ripped off. It just freaks 
, me out. 
#- Leary: If music is not real, then pot is not 
a drug. If we were to take cocaine, then 
you couldn't play an instrument if you 
hadn't before. But with pot, you could 
believe the lie that you could play. And it 
makes it much more enjoyable. Driving is 
a little easier when you're stoned, but 
heroin and cocaine are not driving drugs. 
I'm much safer in my car when I'm stoned. 
Brutarian: Anyway, how would describe the 
Buttholes' sound to a musically unhip person? 
Leary: We're a pop band. Listen to our first mother- 
fuckin' album. We rhyme "love" with "dove". 
| Coffey: Just listen to the very first song on the very 
first album. We're a pop band, as we've already 
noted. 
Leary: It's only recently that we've been doing bull- 
shit rock music because of what people demand. 
Brutarian: Why do you differentiate between rock 
and pop music? 
Coffey: Ah, let's not. They're both the same. Now 
bullshit rock, that's different... 


know. Best Buy had an ad campaign a couple of 
years ago where there was a son talking 
to his mom about bands he likes, and 
one of the bands he mentioned was the 
Butthole Surfers. No one thought 
twice. 

Brutarian: Guitar influences Paul? 
Leary: Mark Farner of Grand Funk, 
Roy Clark, Gene Simmons... I don't care what kind 
of music they play, as long as they're good. 
Brutarian: On the one hand, the media has made 
you guys much bigger monsters than you come off 
as. Do you think the image is justified? Do you 
think the fans see it this way? 

Leary: The Butthole Surfers don't really have an 
image. Like you look at that band Psychotica with 
the guy with no penis who comes out in a silver suit 
and they have colored smoke—that's an image. ZZ 
Top has an image. We are without image. We are 
all surface area without volume. 

Coffey: And so therefore, people have not distorted 
our image enough. 

Brutarian: So it's time to distort your image more? 
Coffey: It's up to you to distort our image. 

Haynes: If we can be said to have an image it's a 
creation of the press. 

Brutarian: Well, I think with some of the things 
you do, you push the envelope a little bit. You're 
anti-image so you sort of create an image. 

Haynes: It's really difficult to not have an image. 
Coffey: Hey, remember that guy who had that really 
shitty pickup truck in Austin? And on the back 
window on the top written in the dust was "Dino 

De La Hoya"? 

Leary: I saw a Plymouth with custom lettering. 

The guy spelled Plymouth " P-I-i-m-o-t-h". It was 
all crooked. But pachucos, to me, are the most 
influential artists in the world. A pachuco will take 
anything and turn it into something great to reflect 


airbrush art. 


Leary: That's a smoke screen, because the 
is the bitter art within. Have you ever heard a 
pachuco say "Hey hippy, suck my peepee"? 
they didn't put that in Low Rider. They we 
guys who call themselves artists and flush then 
down the commode. I'm from San Antonio and I 
worship pachucos. My goal in life is to be 
pachuco. But I was really bummed out whe 
couldn't be a puchuco. I had all that Irish herita 
had to deal with. u 
Haynes: As a band one time we tried to b 
pachucos. We had these khaki pants that were a 
twenty inches too big in the waist, and extra, 
large flannel shirts and white undershirts an 
nets. King looked good in a hair net. 
Leary: We went and bought those pointy shoes 
were called Delega-tays. 
Coffey: They were fake Stacey Adams. 
Leary: Yeah. We couldn't afford the real ones. 
Coffey: Actually, they were called Delega 
preferred to call them Delega-tays. 
Haynes: Little roach killers. 
Brutarian: You have a problem with roachg 
Leary: Gibby nailed two of his cockroach 
wall of the tool shed in San Antonio where we 
recorded our first record. And they appeared 
from time to time, but a few minutes later 
a lighter up to it and it would dance. 
Haynes: I had a pet roach one time and all he a 
was one bean and a human hair. Then he 
died. You could tell he was eating the bean; 
just a little bit of it would be gone. 
ü H ic fee bil 


this Capitol Records' idea of a goddamn joke? I just 
think this is fucking retarded. (Calming down) 
Oooh, I had such a good dream going. I was 
dreaming I was sleeping. 2 
Haynes: Within the last year, I actually had a “eg 
wet dream. I actually woke up with the a 
semen all over my tummy. I even called Bill k. l 
Carter and told him. (Laughter) 

Brutarian: Have your songs become more 
reflective as you've grown up? Like 
"Pepper" deals with several interesting 
characters. 

Haynes (Laughing): Oh, I thought you were 
gonna say it sounded like Beck because I use 
the word "like" in it. 

Brutarian: Do you guys think of yourselves as 
unpretentious vulgar bohos who've never been 
involved or related to any one scene? 

Haynes: I think it's just the name of the band. I can't 
think of a truly vulgar song. The name is a 
sophomoric junior high joke. And I think people just 
assume we're stupid, goofy, immature males - which 
we are - but there's humor in there. It's generally not a 
punchline, one liners. We hardly ever have any foul 
language on our records. 

Brutarian: Do you feel more comfortable with your 
songs than you did back in '83? 

Leary: I think the best pop riff we ever wrote was on 
our 1981 song "Hey". Everyone of our albums has a 
justifiable pop song on it. We're a pop band. 
Brutarian: And a very unconventional one at that. 
Who came up with the theme for the "Pepper" video 
with Erik Estrada? 

Coffey: Video directors come up with videos. 
Brutarian: You had nothing to do with the storyline? 
Haynes: No. Record companies won't have anything 
to do with artists directing - unless you're some huge I£ 
star. It's alot more involved than it looks. But I would 
include "Pepper" as being another shitty video. It's as 


ou'll never catch me in a voting booth. 
ooth you'll catch me in is the one you got 
t quarters in. 

Well, I voted for myself. I think 

dick and a liar. 


like Hillary Clinton because she refuses 
fun of. She' S the sexiest thing in the 


se is Chelsea. She's got so hot lately. 
really come into her own. 
Wouldn't you like to find out she's a 


m sure she likes "Pepper". I did meet Amy 
r. And she was wearing a Psychedelic Furs 


And Chelsea inspires theughts of 
! If she had invited you would you have 


lie Merchant and Michael Stipe up there singing 
e President of the United States! 

We had a bass player years back who lost 

et for the Turtles when they played at Trisha 

party. 

Playing.at a birthday, evep Trisha’ 

different from playing an inauguration 


a problem with anybody, he had one simple solution. 
He'd take off his clothes and his problems would go 
away. All his detractors would disappear. 
Brutarian: Well, didn't you guys go onstage naked 
once? Was that a political statement? 

Haynes: No. It was because I forgot to wear 
underwear. Otherwise, I would have 
been underwear clad. 

Leary: Take off your clothes and go 
stagediving until you realize there's a 
finger up your butt. You can get your 
dick snapped. You ever been dick 
snapped? 

Brutarian: Not that I can remember. And speaking 
of snapping, what about the Turtles? You've covered 
stuff before, ever had any desire to do a Turtles’ 
song? f 7 

Coffey: No, because the Turtles are pricks. The 
whole De La Soul thing with the samples was 
bullshit. They wrote some great songs. But I'm not 
going to contribute any money to them because 
they're fucking assholes. Plus, they were doing that 
Six Flags (an amusement park chain) tour thing. I've 
met some people who went to that, and they said the 
Turtles really sucked hard. 

Brutarian: So in the twilight of your career you 


couldn't see yoursetf playing a park like New 


Jersey's Great Adventure? 

Coffey: I'm really looking forward to the Holiday 
Inn days. That's the ultimate gig. Maybe those 
Vegas clubs. We'd just play loud as shit in the 
lounge. 

Leary: What about that gospel group who was 
making too much noise in that one hotel we were at? 
Those fucking assholes wouldn't shut up, singing 
gracefully to theskerd., „I told them joyfully to shut 


othefick wp? s. 


Brutarian: Still, our readers want to know: are 
there any songs you'd pick as covers? 
Haynes: Soft Cell. 


an am ius one wro 
"Wichita Lineman” and “Up Up and Away is just. 
just discovered Jimmy Webb. I'm not that musically 
literate, but I know the real deal when I see it. 
Brutarian: Which one of you saw John 
McLaughlin at his first live gig? 

Haynes: That was me. Dr. John, McLaughlin 
and the Allman Brothers. The show started at 
11:30 and was over at 3:30 in the morning in 
Dallas. And my dad was waiting in the car 
from midnight until 3:30 ... Didn't get mad, 
just asked how I enjoyed the show. 

Leary: The police escorted me out of my 
first two shows. Grand Funk Railroad and 
Credence Clearwater Revival. We got to 
shoot the finger at the pigs. We had my dad 
drop us off behind the arena so we could jump 
the fence and get in. 

Coffey: My most influential early show was the 
Ohio Players' "Love Rollercoaster" tour featuring 
K.C. & the Sunshine Band and Hot Chocolate. And 
my dad and I were the only people there wearing blue 
jeans and sandals. It was really amazing.... 
Brutarian: I assume you guys are making money now. 
How are you using it to better your lives? 
Leary: That's rich. We're on MTV. You get a hit on 
the radio and everyone thinks the mailman just starts 
bringing in the fucking checks. I love that. 
Coffey: Well, I like people who are confused. They see 
Erik Estrada on TV in the video and they're like "Wow, 
they're making money”. 

Brutarian: Well, do you make money touring? 
Leary: That's another great myth. 

Coffey: Horrible year for tours. 

Leary: I haven't seen a check for any of this shit. 
Coffey: We would have made money if we didn't take 
out any lights or any musical equipment or any crew or 
any trucks or vehicles. 
Leary: Our next tour is going to be a wax museum. 
You could smoke a fake joint with your favorite wax 
rendition of the Butthole Surfers backstage. 


Coffey: Wow, that looks.just like. King Coffey! 
Bru : at d on 1 
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Ta Some Stories 


By HANK BORDOWITZ 


Lots of people know a bit about Les Paul. Guitarists know 
the Gibson Les Paul, the instrument he created. Along with his 
friend Leo Fender's Broadcaster, these instruments changed the 

Jace of popular music forever. Fans of fabulous fifties and 
forties music know Les Paul for the spate of hit records he had 
with his wife Mary Ford, like "How High The Moon," "Tiger Rag," 
"The World Is Waiting For the Sunrise" and dozens of others. 
Techies know that Les invented the ideas of sound on sound and 

multi-track recording, and many of the effects that we take for 
granted on recordings these days. 
Unless you've seen Les live at his every-Monday-night 
engagement at Iridium, or before that at Fat Tuesday, or have the 
good fortune to know him, you might not know Les Paul the story 
teller, Les Paul the raconteur or Les Paul the prankster. Still 
puckish into his eighties, Les is the original good humor man. 

An example: On the way to an event honoring Les, I arranged 
for my wife to share a limousine with Les and his son Rus. My 
wife worried about holding up her end of the conversation. I 
told her not to fret. She wouldn't get a word in edgewise. The 
limo hit traffic on the way into the city and she wound up 
spending an hour and a half with Les and Rus. And she told me 

she said maybe six words the whole trip. 

Les can tell a story. Some of his best come from his sojourn 

in Hollywood that started in the 40s and saw him set up a studio 
in his garage. Initially, people had to climb through the window 
to get in. One of the people who climbed in was Mary Ford. 


1661 / Stu y Haqgoy :osodd 


"Mary went though the 
window," he says wistfully. "We 
did get a door in. Where the 
window was, we made a door. It 
was a fragile door. Fibber McGee 
and Molly came over there, and 
the next thing we know, Molly 
can't get out. She's in the room 
and she's got the knob in her 
hand. There was not a handle on 
the door, there was just a knob 
that you go out and buy and 
screw it on and that's how you 
open and close the door. So, she 
couldn't get out of the studio. But 
people like Kay Starr, WC 
Fields, Bing Crosby, Andy 
Williams, it just never ended, the 
talent that ended up in that studio 
in that little garage. Practically 
everything that could happen 
happened in Hollywood 
at one time or another. So many 
things happened in Hollywood. 

"When I moved to Hollywood, 
oddly enough, my home in 
Hollywood came about because 
Gene Autry's accordion player 
was drafted into the service. He 
said, 'Why don't you just move 
in and I'll move out, because I'm 
leaving today.' I arrived on 
the same day. I just moved into 
the house and the landlord 
never knew that one guy had left 
and another guy had come in. 
When I looked out on my front 
lawn, I could see the radio 
station that became KMPC, the 
station Gene Autry owns. That's 
how I landed in the center of 
Hollywood. 

"The very first night I landed 
in Hollywood, we're driving into 
Hollywood, and I see Grauman's 
Chinese Theater. Across the 
street I see a sign that says The 
Roosevelt Hotel, and appearing is 
Bud Glenn and his Orchestra. 
That's my old bass player. So, I 
say 'Wow, we've got to stop here 
and seemy old buddy Bud Glenn.' 
Bud sees me and says, 'Hey, you 


got your guitar?" I say, 'Yeah, I'll 
go get it!" So, I got the 

guitar and we sat down and 
jammed. A guy sitting down in 
front is asking for "Avalon" or 
"The Sheik" or whatever. The 
audience is enjoying us. We're 
playing, and I didn't realize 

until this guy comes up and says, 
‘You've been listening to 

Bud Glenn and his Orchestra,’ 
that we were on the air. We're on 
the radio. That wasn't so bad, but 
the guy said, 'Here's my card.' He 
was a representative of the 
musicians' union. He says, 'T'll 
see you Friday.’ Friday, I had to 
appear before the board for 
jamming. 

"Now jamming, in those days, 
you could get fined $1000. It was 
ano-no. I got caught jamming. 
When I went in beforethe board, 
there's Spike Wallace at the end, 
the president of the local, Phil 
Fischer sitting there and god 
knows who else. They call for the 
next case and I walk in and sit 
down. They say, 'What's your 
name?' I give them my name and 
they say, 'Well, what have you got 
to say for yourself.' I tell them, 

'I wasn't trying to hurt anybody, 
I wasn't trying to take anybody's 
job away from them. I was just 
excited that I had a chance to jam 
with a very dear friend of mine, 
who used to play bass with me.' 
And so forth and so on. So they 
listen to the story, and the 
president says, 'I play violin. I am 
a musician and I can understand 
that you, being a player, like 

to practice and like to play, but 
what is this jamming thing 

all about? Why don't you 
behave.’ I say, 'Can I call you 
Spike?' 'Yeah,' he says, 'You can 
call me Spike.’ I tell him, "Well, 
Spike, it would be like your wife 
asking you ifyou'd like to go 
dancing, and you say sure and 
you dance with her in the kitchen. 


It just doesn't turn you on.' And 
Spike, the president of the union, 
says 'Let's dismiss this guy.’ He 
says, ‘From here on in, if you 
want to jam, we will find a 

place for you to play.' 

"The first job they gave me 
was a practical joke. It was 
Alvino Ray and his orchestra, 
with the King Sisters, with 
Frank DeVol as arranger and 
director of the band, Alvino with 
his electric guitar, and they book 
me to play the Avalon 
Ballroom. I get a notice from the 
Musicians Union telling me 
to be there at seven o'clock, and 
the phone call comes in and 
says, 'Dress casual. No tie and a 
sport shirt.’ I get to the 
job and when I get there, I told 
them I would be there with 
whatever color my car was. This 
guy sticks his head in the 
window and he says, 'Are you the 
guitar player?' He's got a 
big cowboy hat on. 'Yeah,' I say, 
'T'm the guitar player.' He says, 
"Well, come on. I'll show you 
where to go.' I park the car over 
there and they take me in. Here, 
over on that end of the ball room 
is this big Alvino Ray and his 
Orchestra, with the King Sisters. 
Over here, on the other end of the 
ballroom is this four piece cowboy 
band. When Ray finishes 
playing, then the little cowboy 
band filled in until they came 
back. They gave me a hat that 
was ten times too big for me. 

I set up my guitar and my 
amplifier, and here I am looking 
at Alvino Ray, and thinking, 'Oh 
my god, if they ever see me out 
here.' 

"Alvino Ray and the whole 
band come over to the bar to 
get a drink after their set. I'm up 
here with a cowboy hat on 
over my face. I don't want 
anybody to know, because some- 
one's going to recognize me. Here 


I am with a bad cowboy 

band. This is a bad band, now. 
This band is not good. I'm up 
there playing, and a guy is singing 
'T only want a buddy not a 
sweetheart.' When the guys are 
up at the bar, I just play 

long chords. I play bad. I'm 
right with this awful, dumb 
quartet, these four guys. When 
they finish their drink, turn 
around, and start to walk back - 
they were all fine, fine 

singers, musicians, players - they 
turned their back and 

they're cruising back to go back 
and play. I let go with the 

fastest run that I know. They just 
turn around and say, “Did 

you hear that?” They talk about it 
and decide to get another 

drink. Now, DeVol is saying to 
Alvino, 'Jesus, one of those 

guys in there, he played one 
helluva run.' Whether he meant 
to or not, I don't know. And all 
these cowboys are doing their 
thing, and they say, 'One of them 
can play.' So they go back 

to get another drink, and it's all 
dumb. As soon as they 

start walking away again, I let go 
with another run, and they 

turn back right around and look. 
When they look, everybody's 
dumb. I never told that to Alvino 
Ray until a long time afterwards, 
with Frank DeVol and Alvino 
Ray, that I was the guy. 

"T then bought a home in 
Hollywood. I paid 512,500 for 
that, furnished. It was there that 
Bing Crosby said, 'Youshould 
have your own studio.' We drove 
up and down the street looking 
for a place for Bing and he says, 
"You know, I'll pop for 550,000, 
whatever it takes to build a 
studio. Call it the Les Paul House 
of Sound, and you can do it.' He 
believed in what I had to say 
about recording and doing this. I 
backed out on the idea, and went 


home. Two friends of mine said, 
"What happened?’ I said, 'Oh, 
the recording date went okay. 

I'm sure Bing has another hit 
going there. This one's great 
because it's with the Les Paul 
Trio, 'It's Been A Long, Long 
Time.' And it was. But I told them 
that Bing had me all over Sunset 
Blvd. looking for a place to build 
a studio 
and record. 
They said, 
"Why don't 
youdoit | 
anyway? | 
Do it right ` 
here in | 
the garage. 
Just back 
your car 
out and 
we'll all 
pitch right 
in and build 
it.' And we 
did. That 


Powell called Sensations Of 44. 
But, knowing that I got notice to 
appear at the induction center, 
immediately I got a call from 
Glenn Miller. He says, 
'I hear you're going into the 
service. Well, I'll request 
you.' I got a second call from 
Eddie Peabody at Great Lakes. 
A banjo player. He was actually 
a Com- 
mander or 
something 
like that. 
He could 
= float a 
battleship 
playing a 
banjo. I 
knew 
Eddie was 
there. I 
may have 
f called him 
į and he 
called me 
9) and he says 
| he'd like to 


studio was 

to become a request me 
part of | for Great 
history. Lakes. 

"I went "Anyway, 
out to I was doing 
Hollywood 8 a thing 
with some ed with Orson 
wish ful f Wells. It 
thinking = was an 
that I IS odd thing. 
would be 6 My guitar 
able to play player 
with the Les Paul and Mary Ford wishing you their very best. friend Bob 
person I Summers - 
idolized, no relation 
Bing to Mary's family or brother Bob 


Crosby. In nothing flat, I ended 
up working with Bing. It was 

a wonderful relationship but it 
didn't last very long before I 

got my walking papers to join the 
Army. When I got my papers 
that classified me 1A and to 
appear for induction, I was 
making a movie with Eleanor 


Summers - had a death in the 
family and he had to run. Would 
I break my rule and play 
rhythm guitar - acoustic rhythm 
guitar - for Orson Wells show? 

I said sure. While I was sitting 
there, because there's not 

much happening in a drama - I 
don't even know why they had a 


14 


guitar in the band - but I was 
noodling. I remember Gordon 
Jenkins was the band leader and 
Meredith Wilson happened to be 
at NBC at that time. Why he 
happened to walk into that room 
at that time, I'll never know. 
Maybe he came in to say ' Hi' to 
Gordon Jenkins, or Orson Wells, 
but he walked into that room, 
we got a break so we started to 
jam a little bit. I was practicing a 
couple of runs on the guitar, and 
the piano player started to play. 
We started to play a little jazz 
because there's nothing 
happening. So Meredith Wilson 
comes up to me and says, 'What's 
your name?’ I told him. He says, 
"If ever you get inducted, please 
contact me.' I said, 'I'm 
contacting you right now. I've 
just been inducted.’ He said, 
‘Then I'll request you. I could use 
you in the Armed Forces 
Radio Service. I am forming, 
with Tom Lewis, a division of 
the Armed Forces that is going to 
be called the Armed Forces 
Radio Service.' That didn't mean 
anything to me, but Meredith 
said the line, 'Twill request you.' I 
told him, 'Well, I have 
a problem. I'm already 
requested." So, he says, 'Well, I'll 
have to override Glenn Miller and 
Eddie Peabody. When you go 
into the service, just make sure 
you don't get a high IQ. With 
your ear and a high IQ, you're 
going to go right into Camp 
Crowder and you'll be in Signal 
Corp. If you go in there, it's 
going to be very difficult to get 
you out and get you into 
Hollywood, where you can live on 
the very street your house is on. 
That's where they're going to 
build the Armed Forces Radio 
Service.' So, I said 'Okay.' 

"It was ridiculous. I'm going to 
be working for Jack Benny, Bing 
Crosby, WC Fields, you name it. 


The greatest talent on earth was 
going to be my job. Not only that, 
but I was going to have the Les 
Paul Trio and be heard around 
the world. I'd never be heard, to 
that degree, if I'd worked with 
Bing Crosby or Rudy Vallee or 
Fibber McGee and Molly or 
George Burns. I'm still working 
with George Burns, Bing Crosby 
and Rudy Vallee, but none of 
them could ever reach the 
audience that Armed Forces 
Radio could reach. So all I had to 
do was make sure that I didn't get 
into the signal Corp. 

"Anyway, when we went into 
the service, we just raised 
our hands and we were in and a 
train heading for Fort 
McArthur. When we got down to 
what was going to be our home 
for the next six weeks, they said, 
"What's your name?' I 
said, 'Lester Polfus.' He said, 
'Private.' I said, 'Private Lester 
Polfus.' So he says, 'From here 
on in, you take orders, da, da, da, 
da.' We were instructed as to 
what to do. He says, 'You. You 
go down to the station and pick 
upt hose fish.' So, quickly, I 
realized I was a fish just a few 
hours back. Now I'm heading 
down for the next trainload of 
fish coming in. So, already, I'm 
there and I'm supposed to 
give them the same treatment. 
The treatment is, you greet 
these people like I was greeted. I 
was told, 'Stand at attention.' I 
didn't even know what attention 
is. I didn't know what it was to 
march. I didn't know what it was. 
I was a moldy fig just walking 
into this thing, and I just don't 
know. Now, I am one of the guys 
who's going to go over and 
fish these guys out of the train 
cars. I already know the 
shtick. So, I'm telling them to 
obey and to mind and to 
march and to do this or that. I 


have to bring them in. 

"This clarinet player went 
down with us. He was inducted 
at the same time. He had his 
clarinet with him. Now the 
clarinet case looks like the case a 
doctor would carry around 
for visits. When I'm bringing 
them in, it dawns on me that it 
would be real funny to ask 
everybody to stop. We're right in 
the middle of the parade ground. 
I've got this clarinet case 
in my hands and I say, 
"Everybody, drop your pants. 
We're going to have an 
inspection.’ Everybody drops 
their pants. They're in the middle 
of the parade ground. One of the 
guys calls and says, 'Private, 
you're wanted on the phone.' So 
we leave all these guys standing 
there with their pants down. 
Along comes a captain or a 
colonel or whatever the hell he is, 
and he says, 'What in the Christ 
is going on in the middle of 
the goddam parade ground? 
There's a bunch of guys standing 
there with their pants down.' So, 
starting right off down 
there, we started to have a lot of 
fun. Of course, they told 
them to get their pants on and get 
the hell out of there. 

They never did find out who the 
one was that did it. 

“Another one that was lots of 
fun, we were in our barracks. It 
was raining down there. After 
breakfast, we were ordered to 
crawl the trenches in the mud. 
We were going to be taught some 
of the basics, and so forth. But my 
orders had come through, so I 
really didn't care. I didn't tell the 
guys either. Now, I was 
entertaining all the guys in the 
barracks, telling them, 'I don't 
want to be going around 
cleaning furniture and taking 
orders from these people. 

This doesn't fit me. I'm going to 
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walk. I'm going to resign.' I'm 
ready to go. I've got my orders 
and can walk right out the 
front door and go. I don't tell the 
guys in the barracks 

this. I say, 'I'm just ticked off 
with the whole thing. I 

don't like the army. I don't like 
the way they treat me. I'm 

just going to leave.' They say, 
‘So, how do you intend to do 
that?' I say, 'Tie the sheets 
together and you toss the stuff 
out the window and I'm gone.' 
And that's exactly what I did. 
Of course, the guys wonder 
whether I was shot. There's no 
ending to this story. They just 
must have wondered, 'I wonder 
what happened to that 
sonuvabitch who was so unhappy 
with the army.' 

"When I got there with 
Meredith, I had never learned to 
salute, I didn't know what 
regulations were or anything. It 
was a very short time. After the 
service, now I knew Jack 
Benny, now I knew Bob Hope, 
now I knew everybody in working 
in the service with them. When 
we did the broadcasts, I always 
was sitting up front, because I 
was playing the guitar. The guitar 
wasn't very loud and I always had 
to get up and play behind 
the singer and noodle and play 
fills, whether it was Ella, or 
Peggy Lee, or Bing or Sinatra 
who came later. No matter who 
it was, my job was to be with 
them. But Jack Benny didn't need 
a guitarist. There was no reason 
for me to be up at that 
microphone with Jack Benny. So 
I thought about it and I took a 
guitar pick and I threw it on tie 
floor. Sure enough, Jack 
Benny is reading his script and he 
sees this shiny object on 
the floor. He stoops over, picks it 
up and sees it's a guitar 
pick. Now, he doesn't have to 


look through the band to figure 
out who this might belong to. He 
walks right over to me. When he 
does this, Meredith notices, and 
Meredith is very impressed with 
the fact that before Jack Benny 
talks to him, or anybody, Jack 
Benny walked right over to Lester 
Polfus. The next guy who walks 
by is Jimmy Durante. Jimmy 
Durante sees the guitar pick, he 
picks it up and he walks over and 
starts talking to me. I thank him 
and tell him how much I admire 
him and what a pleasure it is to 
meet him, I'd been looking all 
over for that pick, or whatever. 
Meredith just can't understand 
how it is I know everybody. He 
doesn't know everybody, but I do. 
This went on until one day, 
Meredith saw the pick on the 
floor. Meredith picked it up and 
said, 'Here Les, I found your pick 
on the floor.' I say, 'Oh, 

thank you.' And I went back to 
my fishing with the picks and 
Meredith picked it up a second 
time. He says, 'You ought to 
punch a hole in this and tie this 
around your neck.' So I 

said, 'Mer, you're screwing up my 
act.' He says, 'What do you 
mean?' I say, 'Well, I'll tell you. I 
throw that pick out there and go 
fishing. This way, I meet all these 
people that there'd be no way I 
could meet. It's a lot of fun.' 
Meredith says, ' Well keep 
throwing the pick out. I want to 
meet these guys, too.' See a lot of 
these guys come out and they 
don't speak to Meredith. They 
have nothing to do with the 
music. They come out there and 
they're doing drama. The 
comedians come out 

and they're doing comedy. Now, 
if you get Danny Kaye, and he's 
going to do something with the 
band, then he will speak to 
Meredith Wilson. In a lot of cases 
there was no connection at 


all. But I got to meet everybody. 
So, Joan Davis comes out, I 
throw the pick out and I mean 
Joan Davis. It was a gag, it was 
a lot of fun, but it worked. 

“After the army, I met Jim 
Moran. He was a publicist with 
Fred Waring. He once dug up 
Broadway. He just got some 
horses, put some helmets on, got 
some jackhammers and the 
police directed traffic around 
them. They dug up Broadway, a 
big thing on Broadway. The next 
day, the papers say, 'Who dug 
up Broadway?' This guy was off 
the wall. He did some wild 
things, like this. He wanted to 
prove whether the sun was 
better in Florida or the sun was 
better in LA. So, he had a 
cast made, half of his body. He 
lay in the sun until he was 
black in Los Angeles. When he 
was black as all hell, he had 
one hand that was black, one that 
was white. There was a 
stripe right down his face. It goes 
right down his body, his 
leg, the whole thing. When he gets 
on a plane, people are doing a 
double take, just looking at this 
guy. He never goes through with 
the rest of it. He never goes to get 
the other tan down in Florida. He 
says, 'Aw, the hell with it.' 

“He comes to me one 
afternoon. He says, 'Les, I want 
to do something with you. Will 
you go for it?' He was taking all 
the shiny things off of the dresses 
and costumes and things and he 
was putting them all in a bag, so it 
looked like he hada bag full of 
jewels. They're just phony glass. 
He's cutting these off with a razor 
blade in my back yard and he's 
saying, 'We're going to put 
turbans on, and we'll be the 
maharajah.' This big maharajah 
was in Hollywood at that time, a 
big time Arab. Moran wrapped 
himself up in this turban. He 


rents the longest limo that you 
can get. He fills it up with all 
these people dressed up in 
Western costumes. He goes down 
there on Melrose, next to the 
Paramount where they have a 
costume shop, and they get all this 
makeup put on them. He's got a 
beard. He looks like you! He's got 
this whole thing, you wrap him up 
and he looks like this Maharajah. 
He walks into Cyrils, and 

by now, he's got some plants in 
Cyrils. They're saying, 'You 
know who's coming over tonight. 
It's the Maharajah.' Sure 
enough, in the door he walks, 
with his entourage. Of course, 
the whole place absolutely flipped 
that this guy is in there. Now, 
Lana Turner doesn't mean 
anything. Jimmy Stewart doesn't 
mean anything. This is nothing 
compared to this big time 
Maharajah. So Moran walks in 
here and they shove together 
about five tables and everything 
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and his whole entourage is 

all sitting there. I'm not there. I 
backed out on it. But it was really 
a night. He ordered a banana 
split. They didn't even have a 
banana in the place. They ran 
down to the ranch market to get 
bananas. The got bananas for 
him, they put the ice cream in, 
and he had his banana split. So, 
he goes up to the band and he 
asks them, 'Would you play some 
boogie woogie?’ Of course they’re 
going to play some boogie 
woogie. He takes the bag with all 
the other jewels that were 
nothing but glass. He made sure 
that the bag broke. All 

these jewels fell on the dance 
floor. He said, 'To hell with 

it.’ He's not going to pick them 
up, he's got millions more. 

And all the actors, actresses and 
everybody else were clamoring, 
fighting to get some of these 
jewels, these precious jewels on 
the floor. He looks at the scene, 


shakes his head, they all get into 


the limo and drive away. The 
next day, it hits all the 
newspapers, the hoax. This is 
what Jim Moran did. He did 
nothing but this. 

"In New York, when I did 
“How High The Moon,” he said, 
"We should launch this thing.' 
You could see him start thinking. 
He said, 'Launch!' He got the idea 
to go to Central Park and launch 
a giant kite. Instead of running 
a key up the tail he was going to 
launch the midget. That hit the 
papers the next day. He said he 
was stopped by the police. He 
asked the policeman, ‘Why? 
What's written in the law that 
Says you can't launch a midget on 
a kite in Central Park? What's 
the law saying you can't do 
this?’ The policeman said, 'I 
don't care what the law is. 

The midget is liable to fall off and 
kill a baseball player.' 

"This guy was out there. He 
did all kinds of things like 
this. He did another one that was 


funny. He told a guy, 'You've got 
to come to this party. You'll meet 
so and so, so and so. There's one 
thing you should know, though. 
Everybody's naked. You've got 
to check your clothes as you 
come in.' Now this is not unusual 
for Jim Moran. When he 
throws a party, and I've been to 
them with Arty Shaw, and 
David Merrick, and Lena Horne, 
and on and on and on, you check 
your clothes at the door and you 
come in stark naked. That's 
the way it is when you go to his 
parties. At this particular 
party, he told his friend, 'When 
you get to the door, you 
realize that you're going to have 
to check your clothes at the 
door.' So the guy checked his 
clothes. When he opened the 
door and walked in, everybody 
was dressed. Black tie. 

"Jim is still alive. He lives in 
Mexico now. He comes 
down to see me play sometimes. 
He's got to be 90 years old 
now. 

"I'll never forget the night I 
invented echo, the analog 
delay. We were arm wrestling. 
We're at Western and Santa 
Monica. We had the fights on at 
the bar. Every Friday night, 
come hell or high water, Lloyd 
and I were always together. We 
were buddies for life. We always 
were arm wrestling, and we 
had our bowl of popcorn and our 
pitchers of beer, and we'd 
watch the fights. We'd bet on the 
fights, 'You take the black 
trunks, I'll take the white trunks.’ 
We're arm wrestling and 
he just pulls me down like I'm 
butter. He says, 'What's the 
matter, Les?' And I say, 'I guess 
I'm just thinking of that 
damn echo. That delay.' He says, 
'You've been thinking of 
that for two years.' And I tell him, 
'T'm going to get it.' So, Lloyd 


asks me to explain it to him again. 
Now, it's been two years I've been 
talking about this thing, This 
time, I said to him, 'It would be 
like being on the Alps - 'Hello, 
hello, hello, hello. That's what I 
want. I don't want a big 

room that runs all together. 
That's reverberation. I don't 
want a large hall. I want 
something that repeats.' So he 
says to me, 'You mean like if you 
took a pickup and put it 

behind the record head?' I threw 
ten dollars down on the 

table. Mary was sitting there and 
Sarah was sitting there and 
Wally Jones was sitting there, and 
Lloyd and I are out of our 

seats and gone. He's in his car, 
I'm in my car, and Wally's 
saying, 'It won't work.' We're 
already gone. We leap over 

the doors, fire up the cars. It's 
black smoke and we're 

heading down the street. Wally is 
yelling behind us, 'It 

won't work!' He means that 
we're going to have a loop that 
just repeats endlessly. But if you 
isolate it, you get, 'Hey, 

Hey' and it won't come back. If 
you want, you can make a loop 
that goes, 'Hey, Hey, Hey, Hey.' 
Or you can get it to fade. 

You can get it to go any way that 
you wish. As soon as he 

said it, we both knew we'd struck 
oil, and we were on our way. 
That's how that invention 
happened. That was invented at 
Santa Monica and Western in a 
beer joint. It took two years 

to figure it out. This has to be 
1944, 45. I was just about 

out of the Army. 

"It had to be 45. Crosby had 
talked me into building the 
studio. We built the studio in the 
back yard. We dashed 
home, to the studio in the back 
yard. By the time Wally and 
the girls got there, they're 
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hearing, ''Hey, hey, hey, hey, 
hey, hey' and you could hear it all 
over the neighborhood. We 
had discovered how to create this 
delay. 

"There were several important 
times in my life. One was 
1939, with the television, which 
was the World's Fair. The 
first TV show ever, to come out of 
New York, and we were on it. 
So, in 1939, we were the first ones 
to go on the air and do 
it. The trio. That year I met 
Major Armstrong, I played for 
Roosevelt, I met La Guardia and 
we made our first phonograph 
records for Okeh Columbia with 
the Les Paul Trio. I didn't 
have another big year until I went 
out to California and started 
working with Big Crosby and the 
Andrews Sisters and until all hell 
broke loose out in Hollywood. 
After Armed Forces Radio - it 
took the Army to launch me and 
get me involved with all the key 
people. 

"I'm credited with a lot of 
things. I know I can play. I 
know that I've made a let of songs 
and arranged a lot of things and 
we've had a lot of hits. That I 
know. I wouldn't tell you that I 
don't know it. I know it, but it 
seems like somebody else. It 
doesn't seem like me. It almost 
seems like somebody else did it. 
What I'm saying is that it's so 
long ago that I did all this stuff. 
When I did it, I was in it. 
Now, I'm out of it, and I look 
back and it's like another 
person did it. I just don't feel as 
though it's anything to rave 
about, or that it is important. I 
know it is, because there isn't 
anything you hear today that 
doesn't have delay on it, that 
doesn't have phasing, flanging, 
multi-tracks. I know that every 
studio has what I invented. I 
know that. But, I never thought 


of it as being anything important, 
and I don't now. I don't think 
anything I've played is anything 
that's difficult, unusual or 
anything else. I'm not humble. I 
do know that at times I play all 
right or I played good. I just 
can't get it in my head - not that I 
should - but when somebody 
comes up and gives me an award, 
it just seems as though it's this 
other guy I idolize him and look 
up to him. When someone comes 
up to me like the Smithsonian 
Institute and says we want to put 
your museum in with Edison's. I 
look at it like it's ice cream and fat 
meat. It doesn't make sense to 
me. Edison was phenomenal. I'm 
just a guitar player that stumbled 
on this stuff. You couldn't buy it 
at Sam Ash, so I built it. 

"Pm very grateful that I'm 
getting these awards, like a 
Grammy. I would never put my 
head in the sand and say, 'I hope 
Chet and I don't win.' I want 
Chet and I to win. But I don't 
listen to my records. I don't 
admire them. If I do hear them, I 
say ‘I should have done this 
instead of done that.’ I hear 
where I could have done them 
better, at the time, Forty years 
later, I listen to the stuff, and it's 
no longer me. I look at it with 
clear eyes, clear ears and a clear 
head. I now hear it like the 
public hears it, like someone else 
hears it. I'm no longer biased. 
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think. Join us for a long, hard ride. 


Brutarian: You're a difficult person 
to reach. We played telephone tag for 
almost a month before nailing down 
this interview. 


Beth B.: After twenty years of 
making films, it seems I’m suddenly 
an overnight success. 


© Brut: You've been all over lately. 
Time Out New York did a big profile. 
Plus, I’ve seen an assortment of 

| articles on the Internet. I guess Beth 


“Slender, kinetic, with jet-black hair. Picture Patti Smith,” is how 
performer Jean Valjean describes independent film maker Beth B. Her 
cluttered railroad apartment in Greenwich Village is perhaps most indicative 
of B.’s wildly creative mind. It’s brimming with videotapes, technical 
equipment and works of art in progress as the living space of any avant- 
garde cinematic artist’s should be. Tacked onto the back of one door is a 
poster for her compelling 1993 two-character drama Two Small Bodies. 

B.’s earlier 1987 effort Salvation! parodies televangelism. It also 
received moderate attention but not as much as her most recent release, a 
tense documentary called Visiting Desire. Don’t expect formula Hollywood 
à cookie-cutter cinema from this New Yorker’s able hand. Do expect an +x 
emotional roller coaster. B. Challenges her audience to see and feel and, yes, 


B. Has finally arrived. 


Beth B.: It would seem so. 


Brut: Surprised at the attention 
Visiting Desire has been getting? 


Beth B.: Yes and no. I mean, I make 
the kind of movies I like to watch. I 
choose subjects which I personally 
find intriguing. And, of course, I 
hope other people will find them 
intriguing too. 


Brut: Visiting Desire was remarkably 
well-received. It was even reviewed 
in the New York Times. Not a 
glowing review mind you, but just the 
fact that a stuffy newspaper like that 
even gave it a nod was encouraging. 


Beth B.: I thought so. 


Brut: Not only does it tackle a daring 
subject but it’s also presented in an 
unusual style. How did Visiting 
Desire come about? 


Beth B.: Well, it almost didn’t. 
I was all set to make a feature 
film when the funding suddenly 
fell through. I had been so 


Ned Ambler & Shannon O’ Kelley Visit Desire 
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focused and geared toward 
production, to create, that I 
felt incredibly frustrated. I 


decided to make the film 
anyway. 


Brut: Independently? With 
your own money? 


Beth B.: Right. But because I was 
funding it myself, I had to make it 
cheaply. I originally shot Visiting 
Desire on High 8 video, then 


bumped it up to film so it could be 
shown in theaters. But it 

worked well for the genre, giving 
the finished product a real, gritty 
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age 


Brut: You began your career 
making experimental shorts, 
didn’t you? 


Beth B.: Exactly. And this took me 
back to my roots. Visiting Desire 
combines aspects of my feature-film 
present with my experimental past. 


Brut: It’s a formula that works 
beautifully. 


Beth B.: Thanks. I’m very pleased 
with the result. 


Brut: Describe the plot in your own 
words if you will. 


Beth B.: Most of all, Visiting Desire 
deals with boundaries. Boundaries 
we face in relationships with lovers 
and friends. Boundaries we put up 
ourselves and boundaries which are 
imaginary. I personally felt very 
“stuck,” very trapped by the param- 
eters of these relationships at the 
time I made the film. 


Brut: It has such a free unpredictable 
feel. Was it scripted? 


Beth B.: Not in the traditional sense. 

I mean, I knew what I wanted to bring 
across and what I hoped would 
happen on screen. It was just a matter 
of creating the right formula to get the 
results I wanted to achieve. I shot 
about sixty or seventy hours of 
footage using two cameras. One, I 
operated and the other was stationary. 
Then, it was a matter of whittling it 

all down to seventy minutes. 


Brut: And prog Kam PE on 
screen? 


Beth B.: I chose four principal actors 
called “sitters.” They each had thirty 
minutes to realize a fantasy of their 
choice by interacting with “visitors.” 
These people were essentially 
strangers who visited them from 
another room. 


Brut: Hence the title. 


Beth B.: Exactly. “Sitters” like 
performance artist Lydia Lunch came 
to me with ideas. After some 
discussion, these fantasies were acted 
out with others participating. The 
original premise was that the “sitter” 
would act out a fantasy of their 
choice. I never said it had to be a 
sexual fantasy, yet they were all 
sexual in nature. 


Brut: Why do you suppose that was? 


Beth B.: On a simple, base level, 
sexual encounters are the most 
personal, intimate interactions we 
have with other people. We're 
constantly trying to take them apart so 
we can understand them. 


Brut: How did you go about 
expressing these fantasies visually? 


Beth B.: I wanted to achieve the most 
unexpected results possible. I wanted 
the audience to be surprised, to feel as 
though they were watching something 
brand new unfold before them. 


Brut: Which they were. 


Lydia Lunch gets ready to play 
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Beth B.: I intentionally paired up 
people from completely different 
backgrounds to make the premise 
work. I purposely kept them 
isolated from each other, even when 
they were waiting to do their scenes. 
If thy had to go to the bathroom, I 
escorted them and made sure they 
had contact with no one else. I also 
staggered appointments, much the 
way you'd do at a doctor's office. 


Brut: You began the film with 
psychologists discussing fantasies. 


Beth B.: Right. Then I cut to inter- 
views with people on the street 
about desire. Next came encounters 
between “sitters” and “visitors.” 


Brut: I’ve known one of the 
“visitors,” Jean Valjean, for many 
years. He’s appeared in all sorts of 
productions, porn movies among 
them. Jean tells me it was more 
difficult watching himself in Visiting 
Desire than it was seeing himself have 
hard-core sex on video. 


Beth B.: I can understand that 
completely. This was real as opposed 
to hiding behind a character. 


Brut: That’s exactly what Jean said. 
H wasn’t play-acting in Visiting 
Desire. He was playing himself. And 
watching the film at the New York 
City screening, he felt so embarrassed, 
so splayed open to the bone, that he 
had difficulty watching it. 


Beth B.: I didn't know that. But if 
my film aroused such strong 
emotions, I’d say that was good. 


Brut: He felt especially shy when you 
asked all of the performers to stand up 
at the end of the screening and take a 
bow. 


Beth B.: But I wanted the audience 
to know who they were! I was 
extremely proud of them, of the work 
they did, of the way they opened 
themselves up to me. They trusted 
me with their stories. Since it was 
such a low-budget project, I couldn’t 
afford to pay them. Not until we 
show a profit. And without them, the 
film wouldn’t have been possible at 
all. 


Brut: Jean and I discussed his 
encounter with Chloe Dzubilo in 
detail. 


Beth B.: Initially, he was bothered by 
the fact that Chloe was a pre- 
operative transsexual but I convinced 
him to try the scene anyway. 


Brut: He said there was an electric 
current running between them the 
moment he walked into the room. 
And at one point, it got so intense 
Jean wanted to leave. But for some 
reason, he stayed. The encounter still 
disturbs him. 


Beth B.: I think it disturbed all of us. 
Their interaction was very scary at 
times. Until they started their 
exchange, I hadn’t known Chloe had 
been raped by a black man years 
before. As it turned out, Jean 
reminded her very much of that man. 
Instead of fighting the frightening 
emotions which surfaced, Chloe 
confronted them. 


Brut: She faced her dragons, you 
mean. 


Beth B.: And they scared all of us. 
There was an unspoken tension on the 
set as we watched them and saw this 
little drama unravel before our eyes. 
We didn’t know what was going to 
happen next. 


Brut: Did you intervene? 


Beth B.: I thought I might have to 
but Chloe and Jean wound up 
working it out themselves. 


Brut: Jean told me he felt badly for 
Chloe and he was sorry about what 
that man had done to her, but at the 
same time, he was livid that she would 
blame him for something someone 
else had done. 


Beth B.: He was very well spoken 
and very angry. But I think as their 
scene progressed, they both learned a 
great deal. Jean kept telling her, “I 
am not that person. Deal with me for 
who I am.” It's difficult for any of us 
not to lay our past on others. It’s so 
hard not to bring the past into the 
present. I think Chloe learned that her 
fear of black men, though valid at one 
time in her life, was irrational. She 
finally let go of it. 


Brut: Sounds intense. 


Beth B.: It was. Everyone breathed a 
sigh of relief at the end of that scene. 
Chloe was so bothered by her 
behavior that afterwards, she asked 


for Jean’s telephone number so she 
could apologize. I understand they 
talked for hours. 


Brut: What about the other 
encounters in Visiting Desire? 


Beth B.: One woman cried the entire 
time. Two men literally wrestled 
while discussing their fears of 
homosexuality. I think it’s safe to say 
that to a certain extent, participating 
in the film was a cathartic experience 
for everyone. They learned about 
themselves as well as human nature. 


Brut: I’m trying to envision the way 
Visiting Desire was shot. Was it 
entirely “free-style”? 


Beth B.: For the most part. I made 
momentary interventions if someone 
was talking too much or grasping for 
words. I might make a suggestion 
here or there, but generally, the 
encounters just moved on their own 
steam. 


Brut: Can we look for Visiting 
Desire in our friendly neighborhood 
video store any time soon? 


Beth B.: I hope so but it's too early 
to tell. It’s been getting a lot of 
attention, though. 


Brut: I noticed that one of your 
earlier efforts, Two Small Bodies, with 
Suzy Amis and Fred Ward, is 
available on videotape. 
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Beth B.: That’s one of my features. 
It’s based on a Neil Bell play. I read 
it and fell in love with it. I thought it 
was fascinating character study and 
that it would translate perfectly onto 
film. 


Brut: It did. 


Beth B.: The subject matter intrigues 
me. Two Small Bodies is similar to 
Visiting Desire in that it also deals 
with the preconceived notions we 
form about each other. It takes an in- 
depth look at traditional male and 
female roles, role-reversal and how 
people bond. I really enjoyed making 
that film, as I did Visiting Desire. 


Brut: You just returned from Europe 
with it, didn’t you? 


Beth B.: Yes. I showed Visiting 
Desire at the Berlin Film Festival. 


Brut: How did they like it there? 


Beth B.: I was surprised at how well 
it translated. People got the humor, 
the poignancy. They laughed in the 
right places. The language barrier 
didn’t present a problem at all. But 
then, the subject matter is universal. 
It’s something I think everyone can 
relate to. Berlin was a very positive 
showing. 


Brut: So, you’re going the festival 
route. 


Beth B.: I plan to show it at film 
festivals in Los Angeles, San 
Francisco and Florida in the coming 
months. I’m anxious to see what 
happens. It’s gone far beyond my 


expectations already. 


Brut: Any plans for another New 
York City run? 


Beth B.: I really can’t say at this 
point. After Visiting Desire opened, 
it ran fortwo weeks at Cinema 
Village. I hope it has a chance to play 
the art house circuit throughout the 
country. But that’s not for me to 
decide. 


Brut: What’s your next project? 


Beth B.: Something called 
“Whacked.” It’s a feature. We’re 
due to start shooting in February of 
‘98. We're in pre-production now. 


Brut: Beth, in addition to being a 
respected experimental filmmaker, 
you’re also an artist. 


Beth B.: That's true. I'm also 
sculptress and a photographer. Only 
I’m not sure which I technically do on 
the side, filmmaking or art. I’ve had 
three museum exhibitions so far this 
year. A showing of my work just 
closed at Jeffrey Deutch in SoHo. 


Brut: So what’s in your future? 


Beth B.: I never know from one day 
to the next. It’s been pretty exciting 
and pretty hectic. In November, I’m 
supposed to participate in a 
performance sponsored by the 
Brooklyn Academy of Music. It’s not 
the Academy itself but P.S. 122. 


Brut: Impressive. What will you do? 


Beth B.: I have no clue. 
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By Edward Lee Sr John Pelan 


But the third Sister who is also the youngest--! Hush whisper 
whilst we speak of her! Her kingdom is not large, or else no 
flesh should live, but within that kingdom all power is hers... 


--room flickered out of 
existence, at once replaced 
by some...other...place. A 
churning scarlet sky and a 
liver-colored moon. Beyond 
he spied the silver lake-- 
steaming, bubbling--and its 
endiess shore of fine black 
sand. Yet behind him, 
something beckoned but-- 
what? 

Behind him: a vale. 
But unlike any vale, dell--any 
terrain--of his world. He 
turned, breathless, ecstatic, 
and walked ahead. 

I'm here, came the 
tear-eyed thought. /...made 
it... 

"Yes, traveler. You 
did." 

The voice pinned his 
eyes open, the fugue 
murmured in his head. It 
was the power of his 
providence, he knew, and 
his privilege, that allowed 
him this revelation, this 
glimpse of what no man 
alive--and few dead--had 
ever seen. 

This glimpse of Her. 


--Thomas De Quincey 


The woman stood 
beseechingly. Long legs, 
joined by an abundant plot 
of thatch, rose to form the 
perfect silhouette. High, 
heavy breasts--four of them- 
-jutted in their macabre 
femininity, with nipples so 
distended it was clear they'd 
been recently, voraciously 
sucked. The great mane of 
hair shone dark as midnight, 
framing the shadows which 
claimed Her face. Her 
hands opened then, as if to 
invite embrace, with fingers 
exceedingly long, and nails 
protracted to foot-long pins. 
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Her, Grey thought. 
His sentience reformed, then 
emerged like a corpse rising 
from a lime pit. And the 
image--of Her--remained 
behind his eyes as his heart 
began to beat again. 

Psychotic 
contraindication? he 
considered. Hallucinosis? 
No, he'd had his bouts with 
that before. This was 


different. The dream--the 
vision--had too many edges, 
each sharp as the edge of 
the antique straight razor 
Xyra had produced from her 
satchel. A Hoffrie # 10, he 
knew at a glance. Circa 
1788, one of five made 
privately for D.F. de Sade by 
the famed Erlangen metal 
works. "I stole it from a 
collector," she'd told Grey. 
"Some fat slob | fucked in 
Prague. He had this heroin 
from Pakistan that was so 
hot, they'd sell it as Body 
Bag or Redrum in L.A. | cut 
his shot with diazepam; it put 
him in la-la land before he 
could even get the spike out. 
Then | ripped off as many of 
his toys as | could fit in my 
bag.” 

The calm with which 
she spoke of her crimes 
impressed Grey, along with 
much else. Would she do 
the same with him? Had 
she slipped any incipients 
into the dollops of red 
hashish he'd gotten from his 
purveyors in Europe? He 


sorely doubted it. She was 
as much of his mold as he 
hers, just different 
generations. But-- 

The Interstice, his 
thoughts returned. 

Yes, the vision. He 
and Xyra. Just now as the 
newly stropped blade 
sparkled in lamplight. The 
Final Intercession: the 
Prelude to the Bearing of 


Witness. They'd smoked 
the hashish while taking 
turns etching the blade over 
the stencils--long shallow 
cuts welling up red beneath 
the rice paper. Perhaps they 
should've transferred the ink 
directly to their skin--it was a 
consideration for the future. 
If the glyph plates were 
forgeries, they were a job of 
exemplary skill. But just as 
their coupling brought them 
close to death, Grey delved 
into his lover yet again, felt 
locked in a sudden stasis. 
An amalgamation of scents 
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and fetors sifted up his 
sinuses: spoiled fruit, raw 
animal flesh, honeysuckle 
and wisteria. It was then that 
the room flickered out and, 
next, he stood naked in the 
forbidden vale: the red sky, 
the silver lake like molten 
lead, the endless black sand 
and then, behind him, the 
steaming, chattering forests 
and-- 


Her. 
Not Xyra, no. It was 
the goddess.... 
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When Grey blinked, 
one of the oil lamps had 
burned out. Back with Xyra 
in bed, the sheets familiarly 
damp beneath them. Grey 
struggled for a breath as her 
white thigh slid up, nestling 
against the spent scrotum. 
"You passed out," she said. 

"How long?" he 
queried, eying the lamp. 
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"Maybe an hour." 
Her small hand found his 
groin, cosseting it. 

Did I...pass over? 
he dared ask himself. The 
vision gently blared behind 
his eyes, like blurred vision. 
Was it the Interstice | was 
looking through? 

Light from the other 
lamp silhouetted the fine, 
petite curve of Xyra's breast 


when she leaned up. She'd 
removed the clamps, no 
doubt after days, which left 
the quartered nipples 
swollen to flowered plugs. "I 
thought you were dead--" 

Dead, Grey baldly 
thought. The word tasted 
sweet as cane syrup in his 
head. Death... 

“--but you came 
again when | blew you," she 
said. "Your come was really 
thin, like water." Eyes lined 
deep with black mascara 
indicated the Spanish 
cuspidor, to allay the 
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technical fears. No, they 
mustn't swallow anything, 
either of them, for that would 
spoil their fast and 
everything else. Moisture 
left a delicate trail when she 
errantly slid her pubis-- 
freshly shaven from the 
razor--along his leg. Just as 
errantly, his hand glided to 
her belly, feeling the crusted 
outlines of the glyphs which 
now had dried to a tracery 
of scabs. Afterglow, came 
the tawdry word. No love in 
this, nor even romance. This 
was an alchemy of arcane 
mechanics, a recipe of 
details, aura, and flesh. 
Psychical valence. They'd 
made painstaking 
preparations: the eight-day 
fast, the sequenced 
meditations, the 
consumption of only 
rainwater. The exquisite 
sensation of writhing over 
one another as their blood 
wept from the newly sliced 
outlines did indeed seem an 
ethereal experience. It was 
so close, Grey could almost 
feel himself being drawn 
somewhere else in a moist, 
enveloping cloud of pain, 
pleasure, semen, and blood. 
But if a full and total 
Consignment of the Flesh 
actually did come to be 
achieved, would they both 
pass The Interstice? Only 
he? Only she? The thin 
tome wasn't clear on that 
point, only referring to The 
Passage of the 
Transcendent, and then, 
optimally, The Bearing of 
Witness. 

For hours and then 
days, the lamps filled each 
with precisely forty "drabits" 
of whale oil, they embraced 
each other and cut each 
other, engaged in every act 
of sexual congress 
conceivable and then some 
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not conceivable, loving one 
another and then hating, 
pleasuring and brutalizing, 
flooding their senses in The 
Earthly Praise of She. 

The second lamp, 
then, guttered out. 

"Shit!" Xyra 
exclaimed. 

Grey's hand stroked 
her back. Now that the 
moment was passed, his 
affections--his human ones-- 
could drop their guard. Her 
warm, damp skin felt so soft 
beneath the fine grit of dried 
blood. He embraced her 
then, kissed her tears to 
taste her sorrow in the 
consolation he knew she 
must be steeped in. She 
wept in a silence as warm as 
her skin. 

"Don't despair,” he 
whispered. "We'll simply 
have to try again.” 
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The abstraction, of 


course, was timeless. In fact 


it was Xyra who suggested 
that their transcendence had 
been arrested simply 
because they hadn't made 
the razor cuts deep enough. 

But Grey didn't dare 
tell her that he had 
transcended, if only in part. 
He was nearly certain, that 
or he was mad. The image 
of what he'd seen--the 
irreducible moment of the 
vision--could hardly be 
mistaken for a night-terror. 
Lust, carnality--that's what 
he had seen. Venery more 
heated, more depraved than 
anything ever reckoned by 
the human species--all 
made flesh in that 
incalculable terra 
dementata-- 

Lust incarnate-- 

The embodiment of 
sheer lasciviousness-- 

Her. 


Fragments of 
glimpses aimed past the 
Mistress’ fine shoulder 
revealed slivers of Her 
domain: nude figures 
splayed out like hors 
d'oeuvres of living flesh. 
Inflamed privates hotly 
licked, tasted, sucked. 
Runneled erections--not of 
Grey's world--plunged into 
any available orifice amid a 
sound like footsteps through 
mud. Moans mergedin a 
sacred litany, horror and 
jubilation singing as one. 
Kisses and bites 
indistinguishable. 
Exhuberant sperm flying with 
exhuberant blood. And 
more, delectibly more: 
catheterizations, 
exsanguinations, the 
siphoning of spinal fluids to 
be greedily gulped down in 
crude tin goblets. Buttocks 
were parted, then 
plundered, then broken. 
Squab hands wrung blood 
from ears and nostrils, or 
simply pried apart hole 
heads. Sheets and sheets 
of something seemed to 
hang from low tree limbs: 
Grey could only cogitate that 
they were sheets of human 
skin. 

Atrocities here, but 
there? 

Pleasures untold... 

Yes, Grey must 
have gotten there, though he 
darnt tell Xyra, she'd feel 
inadequate, she'd feel it was 
her fault they hadn't 
transcended together. He 
resisted consoling her now. 
She sat listless in the 
Katsura kimono he'd thought 
nothing of paying 55000 for. 
Her complete lack of awe at 
his wealth was only the first 
proof of her verity. Many 
more such proofs followed 
in the weeks after their 
meeting, which convinced 
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him of not only her 
necessary preternatural 
purity but also of her 
peerless candidacy for 
joining him on these treks of 
the erudite damned. Her 
appearance fooled him: 
post-punk garb, all black; 
clove cigarettes in blue 
paper, body piercings and 
Everclear buttons, a page 
boy cut of snow-white hair 
fringed with bright crimson. 
No, these were just veneers 
of taste which had nothing 


whatever to do with the spirit. 


If anything, Xyra knew as 
much of the cabalistic 
codices as he, from the 
Callings of Osirisi to the 
Psalters of the Cenotes, the 
sacrificial rites of Moloch, 
Baalzephon, and the 
Chinnamasta, the Order of 
the Illuminati and the 
Invocations of Fong-Chur. 
In more than six decades, 
Grey had never come upon 
a woman so well-versed. 

Nor so sexually 
provocative. 

The seekers of 
truth, transcendence and 
human providence in 
Seattle, Washington proved 
regrettably few. Here truth 
was mused of as the icon of 
Kurt Cobain, and the droves 
of spiritless youth 
transplanting themselves 
here to give their icon 
homage via the specious 
chicness of iv heroin use, 
grunge rock, and 
homelessness. Damned of 
their own, Grey realized. 
Such a useless expenditure 
of spirit. True, drugs played 
paramount in the occult 
pursuits, but only as 
preambles and only when 
pure. Heroin, opium, 
psychedelics--Grey had 
used enough to create an 
unparalleled clinical 
addiction--and so had Xyra-- 
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yet they'd never lost the 
vision of their use. Mere 
accessories for a higher, 
holy purpose. The weak- 
minded and derelict--the 
truly lost--had earned their 
interminable curse. But the 
control of such delicacies 
remained open only for the 
truest seekers. These 
substances were nothing but 
tools to be used with an 
undiluted mindfulness, for 
providence. 

Close to seventy 
now, the decades had 
scarcely exhaled on the 
body and mind of Brentford 
Etter Grey. Lean, tanned, 
clear of eye and clear of 
mind, he'd pass for fifty in a 
day, even forty if he chose to 
dye the dust-gray edges out 
of his shoulder-length hair. 
Perhaps chasing immortal 
visions had left a tincture in 
his blood, or some spit from 
the gods. Xyra, too, carried 
the same agelessness, thirty 
now but embodied like a 


school girl a year or two into 


pubescence. And looking 
at her now, the shiny 
Katsura draping but her 
arms and shoulders, Grey 
was stricken not only with 
appreciation but gratitude to 
have happened upon this 
angel of wise darkness. She 
sat and silently smoked her 
clove cigarette, her breasts 
delineated to small, hard 
fruit from the fast. 
Inordinately large nipple- 
ends, long and stout as the 
end of a pinkie, she'd 
previously quartered with a 
razor in the fashion of dum- 
dum bullets. Once they'd 
healed, the effect was 
gorgeous: buds of starred 
flesh. Her legs rose coltish 
in their leanness, her skin 
white as the rice paper she'd 
made from scratch to 
fashion the stencils. The 
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inclined abdomen, totally 
bereft of fat, showed off the 
outlines of the glyphs he'd 
etched in a tender and quite 
beautiful hue of a blushing 
orchid rose now that the 
scabs had cleared. It was 
the truest art they'd carved 
into themselves during the 
Intercessions. The art of the 
Glyphs. 

Eventually she rose 
and dragged the linens off 
the bed. He could sense her 
distemper but still refused to 
speak of it. The now dry 
spillage on the bottom sheet 
reminded him of the snow- 
angels he'd made as a child, 
only these angels were 
scarlet. 

And not so innocent. 

I thought you were 
dead, he remembered her 
saying, and again he 
thought: Death... 

But the tome made 
no mention of Death Rites, 
nor anything so uninventive 
as sacrifice. She was an 
incongruous goddess, and 
an surreptitious one, so 
surreptitious that none of the 
pre-Bruscan archives nor 
the extensive Roman 
registries even mentioned 
Hername. Only She. Much 
came, Grey knew, with the 
accuracy--or inaccuracy--of 
the translation, but these 
paraphrases were culled 
from the genuine Frisian 
tablets excavated by Deniere 
in 1837, from Brython urn 
fields near Gatwick, and 
personally transposed into 
English by the reputable Dr. 
John Dee. The 
Intercessions of 
Transcendence, was the 
good doctor's best guess at 
the actual epithet of what 
would later be published by 
the intaglists at the McKellan 
Press in Edinburgh in 1850. 
Five hundred copies were 


printed, which hardly made 
the 16-page volume rare by 
the standards of a collector of 
Grey's wealth. But when the 
actual glyph tablets were 
found some 30 years later, 
the McKellan's had printed 
only four copies of the 
necessary plates before the 
famous fires had burned 
down half the city. All four 
copies--entitled merely The 
Glyphs--were luckily spirited 
out. And then lost, of course, 
to time, forgery, and greed. 

Grey, after his own 
schooling at Exham, Harvard, 
and the Academy of 


“GOON is truly funny and truly nasty with a literally 
kick-ass woman, and a formidable villain, and written 
as if S. Clay Wilson had turned in his pens and easels 
for a typewriter. Sex and violence fans pounce! These 
two guys are masters of the gross-out.” 
— Jack Ketchum author of Off Season, Joyride, 
and The Girl Next Door 


“A raunchy riot of wrastlin’, ringrats, and no-holds- 

barred sex. A must for hardcore fans of over-the-top 

action, and outrageous thrills.” 

— Lucy Taylor Bram Stoker Award winning author of 
Safety of Unknown Cities 


“600N is one of those tales that grabs you by the tes- 
ticles, bounces you head-first down the stairs, then 
laughingly tosses you info the gutter. An outrageous 
version of the new ‘noirotica,’ GOON will turn you on 
even as Lee and Pelan are busting a gut gleefully turn- 
ing your stomach.” 

—Stanley Wiater, author of Dark Dreamers 


“Serial murder, the occult, hillbillies, erotica, a malev- 
olent human destruction machine, a mysterious stat- 
vesque blonde bombshell... all set against a back- 
drop of the behind-the-scenes world of professional 
wrestling. “Goon” has it all... What would you get if 
you tossed the WWF and the “X-Files” in a blender, 
aside from way too many capital letters? “Goon” 
...“Goon” cleverly delivers all the dirt that the fans 
aren't privy to. | give it a rarely awarded Chokehold 
AEIOUY!" 

— Lance LeVine publisher Chokehold Magazine 
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Nurnburg, would then spend 
the next four and a half 
decades searching for a 
genuine copy, and would pay 
any price. 

More providence, 
then. Or perhaps something 
even more divine. 
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He'd met Xyra while 
perusing one of the hundreds 
of used-book dealerships that 
seemed to occupy so much 
of his life, the endless search 
for volumes worthy of his 
collection. Usually these trips 
were pure waste, yielding 
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nothing more interesting than 
a watered-domn treatise on 
Satanism by someone who 
may (or may not) have 
actually read Crowley. Grey 
couldn't count how many 
"genuine" copies of The 
Necronomicon he'd been 
shown, all complete with "a 
genuine certificate of 
authenticity, sir." God. But 
this particular establishment-- 
drably, Bill's Books and 
Antiquities--proved its salt at 
Grey's first glance into the 
glass-cased “Metaphysics” 
section. Two copies of 
Beddoes' Death-Jest Book, 


Six-foot nine and four-hundred pounds, hailing from 
Parts Unknown, he is the one-man walking gore 
machine of the pen South Wrestling Conference, and 
is name is... 


But Detective Phillip Straker isn't a wrestling fan. The 
bodies pile up like dirty laundry: sex-obsessed tramps 
used as playthings by some unspeakable creature. 
Straker is determined to solve the rash of mutilation 
murders with trimmings that beggar description. Is it 
just coincidence, or do all the victims have something 
in common? 


GOON 


Investigative reporter Melinda Pierce will do anything to 
ind out, b offering herself up as a sexual spittoon in 
order to infiltrate the arcane and lust drenched warrens 
of the backstage of Professional Wrestling. There in mal- 
odorous locker rooms and unsavory motels she partakes 
in carnal forays so gross, so downright nasty they'd 
make a porn star puke. All fo track down... 


This human juggernaut, this masked rack of guts, mus- 
de, and mayhem... Is Goon just a wrestler gone 
insane? Or is he something hideously worse? Relentless 
as a Texas Death-Match GOON is a no-holds-barred 
festival of body slams and insatiable orgy, of pile-dri- 
vers and Paya fa veries, of neck-breakers, drop- 
kicks, and more blood and guts than a fish-market 
floor... It just might leave you down for the count. 
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First Printings and both with 
slipcases in VG condition, the 
impossible to find pamphlet 
The Synod of the Aorists 
from the original presses in 
Bamberg, and the even rarer 
Megapolisomancy by 
deCastries, a book thought 
not to even actually exist until 
Leiber happened upon a copy 
while living in Corona Heights 
in1957. Grey, of course, 
owned all of these himself, 
but the mere fact of their 
being here made him wonder 
what other dim gems might 
lurk amongst the shelves. He 
was peering into the case at 
the deCastries, without a 
thought considering its $1,700 
price tag (it appeared in 
slightly better condition than 
the copy he'd found last year 
in New Orleans) when he 
sensed the lithe shadow 
behind him. "I'll bet you 
already have that," came a 
voice that seemed leather- 
tough but uniquely feminine. 
"| can tell by your aura." 

Grey frowned as he 
turned. Then narrowly 
stared. 

Not a typical Goth 
Girl playing vampire, no. This 
figurine radiated something-- 
her own aura perhaps--well 
past the poseur garb, 
eyebrow studs, and Joy 
Division pins. Grey assayed 
her raptly: luminescent 
absinthe eyes, the severe 
lipline, teeth white as the 
shell-lining of a butter clam. 
The red-fringed ivory-white 
page boy caressed a 
countenance that he could 
only describe to himself as 
paramental--the visage of a 
subcarnate, or a lower deity; 
he struggled not to appear 
taken aback. "Yes, | do own 


a copy.” He cleared his 
throat. "| commend your 
establishment, though. Most 
such places boast little more 
than dust-jacketless first 
editions of more Crowley- 
clones, only to camouflage 
the forgeries of the real 
books.” 

Her hip cocked, long 
white legs lambent beneath 
black fishnets. "Oh, there's a 
sucker born every minute. 
Do you know how many times 
I've sold the ‘genuine! 
Necronomicon?" 

Grey couldn't help 
the chuckle. "With 'a 
certificate of authenticity,’ | 
trust." 

"My boss makes the 
certificates on his Page 
Maker." 

Grey let his eyes fall. 
In his sight, then, he could 
see her truth somehow...and 
her lust flowing beneath her 
edges. Just like my own, he 
supposed. In a dream he 
saw them fucking on the 
floor, like animals, Grey's 
seed filling her up and leaking 
out, then more in her pert 
mouth, fat, viscous white lines 
on her tongue, savored then 
swallowed. Again, though, he 
caught himself. Such 
blatancy would seem wasted 
on her; he had whores for 
that, women who would do 
anything for crack money. No 
spirit, no truth. "But I'm 
impressed," he eventually 
returned. " The Beddoes, the 
deCastries. Not exactly the 
wares of the local Barnes & 
Noble." 

Unconsciously, her 
white hand--like a fragile 
porcelain dove--opened on 
her thigh. "We've got The 
Intercessions, the real 
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Edinburgh printing. So far the 
highest bid is 14 grand, 
but...you already have that 
too." 

Grey's gaze thinned, 
finally looking past her primal 
desirability and into whatever 
it was that shone behind her 
eyes. "You're quite brazen, 
miss. Tell me what you have 
that | don't." 

"The Glyphs." 

“Bullshit,” Grey 
departed from his usual 
refrain from profanity. "You're 
as beautiful as you are a liar." 

"And plates from the 
original linoleum blocks, not 
copies... You think you're hot 
stuff in your Italian suit. 

That's Claro Silk, isn't it? | 
can tell by the shine. Walk in 
here an act like a ‘collector.’ 
You just want to fuck me, like 
every other swinging dick who 
comes through the door. But- 
-"_A tiny smile, like a cat's. 
“That's okay. You're just like 
me--" 

"| think not," Grey 
recoiled. 

"--so | won't hold that 
against you. Now, are you 
gonna stand there like some 
smug, family-inheritance 
dilettante, or do you want to 
see it?" 

"Your acumen is 
atrocious. I've a mind to talk 
to the manager, and pay him 
to fire you. But... Yes, young 
lady, I'd very much like to see 
it if you'll be so cordial." 

"Cordial? | wish | had 
a cock so | could make you 
suck it. Then I'd stick it up 
your ass and wipe the shit off 
on that $1000 Burberry." 

Grey was mortified... 

"Come on, killer. It's 
in the vault." 
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She opened the 
coded lock in the back of the 
store room. Grey noted a 
respectable Arrowhead alarm 
system with sensored 
triggers, tape-switches, and 
motion-detector heads. If this 
was a sham, it was a good 
one. His doubts dwindled 
further when she gave him a 
pair of acetate gloves and a 
surgical mask, then donned 
the same herself. Not much 
lay on the vault's shelves, just 
a few glass cases and 
several boxed editions. 

"We got it from 
Antwerp last spring, an estate 
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sale. The auction's next 
week, open bid. So far the 
highest offer is $70,000." A 
tiny key opened the lock on 
the case--its contents stank 
horribly, not the musty smell 
of old books, but more like 
something long dead. All 
Grey could do then was 
stare-- 

--as the volume 
stared back, gold flake on an 
oddly white cover spelling, 
simply: The Glyphs. 

“| don't have to tell 
you to be very careful," she 
warned. 

Grey daintily opened 
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the cover, scrutinizing. The 
copyright was correct: 
McKellan Presses, 1881, 
Edinburgh. And after that 
and a title page, only two 
more pages remained, 
linoleum prints of what were 
allegedly exact copies of the 
original glyphs from the 
Gatwick tablets. 

"I'm...stunned, but 
still, it could be a very expert-- 

"Forgery," Xyra 
finished. 

"So I'll need to check 
the--" 


“The watermark.” 
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She handed him a Leica 
jeweler's glass. "Slightly off- 
left and off-center over the 
copyright." 

Grey's eye squeezed 
the glass: the blood seemed 
to drain out of his head when 
he saw the impossible-to- 
reproduce trademark. 

"| need--l need to-- 
speak with the manager." 

"Fuck the manager," 
the girl replied. "He's 
downtown having crab balls 
atthe Flying Fish. And the 
book isn't for sale." 

Outrage! "But you 
just said--" 

"| don't give a shit 
what | said. You know what 
this is, and so do |. It's not a 
toy. It's not something to sit in 
some asshole's stuck-up 
collection so he can show off 
to his friends while they drink 
wine with their fucking pinkies 
in the air. This is the portal, 
you know that. This is the 
passageway to--" 

“Transcendence,” 
Grey whispered as though 
crushed glass filled his throat. 
What he'd been searching 
for--for forty years--he now 
held in his gloved hands. If 
need be, he knew, he'd kill for 
it. If need be, he'd reach into 
his pocket, withdraw his Al 
Mar, and shear her lily-white 
neck to the vertebrae. 

"Transcendence, 
that's right," and only for a 
moment did she look directly 
into Grey's eyes. "Yes, yes,” 
the words slipped. "You're 
the one, and so am |.” Then: 
“Come on." 

Grey stalled. "What- 
what do you mean?" 

She closed the case, 
pulled off the gloves and 
mask. She tucked the case 
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under her arm. "What do | 
mean? Three guesses, 
Sherlock. The first two don't 
count. Getit? Now let's get 
out of here before my boss 
gets back from lunch." 

Speechless, Grey 
followed her hair-scent out 
the back door. "My boss is 
gonna croak,” she giggled. "It 
was a shit job anyway." 

Then they got into 
Grey's Daimler and drove 
away. 
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And fell in love, not 
nearly so much as with each 
other, but with the true lust of 
what they both longed for, 
and what they knew they'd 
been put on earth to achieve 
together. 

Grey's downtown loft 
was now a temple. Since 
their first venture, they started 
over again completely. For 
weeks they'd reread The 


“Intercessions, parsing each 


phrase, dismantling every 
syllabic gesture, poring over 
every possible inflection and 
tense-variation. They 
considered any and all 
interpretation. Nothing could 
be inexact, not the sheerest 
oddment nor appositive. Xyra 
made the rice paper for the 
stencils while Grey himself 
concocted the ink from 
sesame oil and pestled buds 
of Queen Anne's Lace. 
Meanwhile, they began the 
next fast at the first 
astronomical minute of the 
new moon--the Druid moon-- 
and then began the 
Cleansing. 

First the initial 
Bleedings, then the Baths (in 
Calistoga ash), then the 
Irrigations. Gastric lavage 
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and enemas with lavender 
water, daily flushing the more 
unsavory snippets of 
humanness from their 
systems. For the goddess 
was so much more than 
human--and excitingly so 
much less, was She not? 
Grey still strongly suspected 
that he had indeed seen Her, 
and knew what that seeing 
meant. The kissing of two 
worlds. The prolapsation of 
agony into rapture. 

--pain as deliverance 
of pleasure, lust made flesh, 
made so diabolical, atrocious, 
and corrupt, so purely evil, 
that their nameless 
seductress had been 
banished to someplace 
infinitely lower than hell eons 
before the fall of the Morning 
Star from God's left hand. 

No, Grey could not 
reveal his secret. Why had 
he seen Her while Xyra had 
not? Via the lexicon it wasn't 
even clear that two 
trandscendents could pass 
the Interstice. Perhaps only 
one was meant to pass, but if 
SO... 

Why me and not her? 

Grey could not 
calculate the answer in spite 
of its being right in front of his 
face. 
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As the Epiphany 
approached, their starved 
physiques grew ever leaner-- 
beauty in emaciation, stick- 
people--death camp 
paramours. Slat-ribbed now, 
hollowed-eyed, maps of 
veins denuded beneath skin 
which stuck to their sinews 
like damp tissue wrapping. 
Grey began to lose his hair 
but this he viewed as a 
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positive. On several 
occasions, Xyra blacked out 
from lack of nourishment, 
then staggered to the black- 
marble bathroom to vomit 
low-grade bile. "It's a 
positive,” Grey assured her. 
"It's just more proof of our 
providence, is it not? More 
proof--to Her--that we are 
worthy to be Her acolytes, to 
be Her-- 

“Her Transcendents," 
she coughed, gagged, and 
grated. The lines of bile 
swayed over the toilet even 
as she nodded her 
agreement. 

Hollow-eyed, yes, but 
bright-eyed too, their bodies 
now purged of toxins and 
wastes, defectibilities burned 
off by the light-headed 
furnace of glucosis deficit and 
ketolysis. Indeed, theirs was 
an emaciation not only 
beautiful but pure. 

The midbook 
intercessions, allowed on the 
fifth day, granted 
preparations of a more 
creative nature. Grey, with 
the razor, cleaved into 
quadrants his own nipple- 
ends just as she had. The 
pain was like bright white 
light, licking every nerve, and 
hardening ever still the 
erection that had throbbed for 
nearly a week without 
abatement. But Xyra sported 
a more deliberate aesthete, 
performing crude surgery on 
herself with homemade 
catgut and genuine Conoye 
bone needles. She 
shuddered for hours, 
sweating out the pain as she 
nimbly stitched the lips of her 
majora an inch below the 
creases of her groin. The 
result was sheer functional 
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beauty: when she parted her 
legs, her sex yawned open as 
if in plea, a ravenous mouth 
agape. Grey nearly swooned 
at the image. 

Embellishments, too, 
were allowed now, at the 
discretion of the participants. 
Precursors to the Epiphany 
serving to slake the senses all 
the more. Distilled poppy tar 
from Burma, opium bulbs 
from Afghanistan, and China 
White tested by Grey's 
contractors to a purity of 99 
percent. 

Bliss so potent, even 
God Himself would be 
jealous. 
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On their bellies, then, 
they laid the stencils. Near 
scalding linseed oil 
transferred the ink to their 
skin. The razor flashed, 
newly whetted--then they 
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began to cut each other. Just 
nips at first, slicing into the 
lush lines of the Glyphs. 
Agonizing pleasure, 
excruciating joy. They cut 
deeper, deeper still, reverting 
the ink outlines to gorgeous 
open wounds. Their bodies 
were now each a master's 
canvas, their blood the paint, 
and their lust each a searing 
brushstroke of the art they 
strove to create. And next-- 
"Now," Xyra pleaded, 
the word issuing like steam. 
Blanched by malnutrition, 
eyes closed to slits narrow as 
the razor's edge, she lay on 
the drenched bed and 
opened her legs, wide, then 
wider, the catgut stitches 
“stretching the inflamed labial 
folds--wider, wider-- 
stretching, stretching--until 
the act pulled her sex into a 
pink scream. Grey fell on 
her, his wounds singing. She 


I know he’s a dwarf, Mabel, but he has a nine inch long tongue! 
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bit his lip, drawing blood, and 
Grey bit off one of the tiny 
pedals of a cleaved nipple. 

"Now," she 
whimpered. 

His cock sunk deep-- 
as a dagger might, to the hilt-- 
as much into her sex as into 
her soul. 
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"Our journeyman has 
returned. 
Such...venturousness!" 

It was not Xyra who 
spake the words. The black 
sand burned his feet, the 
mercurial lake babbling, 
disgorging bubbles of oily 
smoke behind him.. But 
before him-- 

I'm here, Grey 
realized. /n totality this time. 

The goddess stood in 
wait, idly fingering the furred 
cleft between her legs from 
which peeked a clitoris the 
hue of adder berries and the 
size of a walnut. At either 
side, amongst the vale's 
strange brambles, stood 
squat attendants, gray as 
death, with knife slash 
mouths and chisel-slits for 
eyes--stout clay-like things at 
her beck and call. Unafraid, 
Grey stepped forward, then 
lay down at her pristine feet, 
let the slavering slug-colored 
golems splay him out. 

Her shadow-veiled 
face gazed down, and he 
sensed more than saw the 
tinsled grin. "Are you ready?" 
the goddess asked in a voice 
like rushing water. 

"Yes," Grey replied. 

"Are you sure?" 

"Yes." 

A titter, then a 
longing sigh. "Indeed. Then 
let my ushers begin." 


It was then that her 
attendants--these slag-faced 
ushers--commenced with the 
preludials. As surely as 
Grey's physical body had 
transcended, so had his pain- 
-to sheer, coruscating 
pleasure. Bone slivers were 
promptly sunk into his eyes, 
directly into their optic canals. 
His nipples were pulled, then 
snipped off. Grey's form 
flexed upward, the pain 
burning to luscious pinpoints. 
"My surgeons need to work 
on you for a bit," he heard the 
dark voice plushly resonate. 
Ancient blades adroitly 
sloughed off long strips off 
skin--Grey thought of peeling 
wallpaper--while a great 
reeking mouth bit off all the 
flesh from his face, chewing, 
then swallowing. A third deft 
surgeon intricately removed 
all the skin from Grey's penile 
shaft, then clipped off his 
scrotum, leaving the raw 
testes to depend from 
vesicular strings. Yet each 
atrocity only left him pining for 
more in the agony that 
purveyed pleasures as no 
human man had ever 
conceived. Grey's tongue 
wagged ludicrously in his 
mouth as a fine-toothed saw 
removed the top of his skull. 
Scalpels, then, peeled away 
the tulle-like dural 
membrane, exposing the raw 
brain which was then feather- 
brushed with arcane oils and 
narcotic elixirs, bidding more 
and more bliss until he was 
exuberantly drowning in it. 
Drool poured into his mouth, 
then his tongue was sucked 
out, bitten down upon, and 
gnashed away. His limbs 
were summarily sawn off and 
tossed aside, until all that 
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remained was the quivering 
trunk now completely bereft 
of skin, a fleshless face at 
one end, flensed genitals at 
the other-- 

--and wave after 
wave of pleasure solely 
defined by pain. 

Long pins were 
inserted into his sinuses, then 
pushed until they emerged 
from his untopped gray 
matter. More pins similarly 
punctured his eardrums, and 
still more skewered the hot 
meat of his heart, his liver, his 
kidneys. 

And the goddess 
knelt, elegant needle-tipped 
fingers tickling the scarlet 
sheen of sinew and venosity 
Where his skin used to be. 
Sightless now, deaf and 
dumb, all he could do was 
quiver and wait, quiver and 
wait for more and more and 
more. The needled fingertips 
sunk into his testicles like 
toothpicks into plums, as the 
goddess' mouth engulfed the 
denuded cock, suckling, as 
an infant at its mother's teat. 
Meanwhile, the ushers used 
his brain as a pin cushion, 
gingerly sinking long curettes 
and dental picks into the 
tender, hypersensitive lobes. 

When She ceased 
her fellatio, a white-hot wire, a 
yard long at least, was 
proficiently slipped into his 
urethra, fed down and down 
until it disappeared. 

Narrow awls etched 
latticeworks on his brain, and 
more curettes and picks 
teased through the wet 
convolutions. But Grey could 
still think and still feel-- 
everything. 

Never stop, he 
thought. Never, never... 
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A sigh flowed from 
the goddess' throat as She 
straddled the inflamed torso, 
then sheathed the skinless 
cock with Her slick, unearthly 
cunt. The four laden breasts 
swayed over his stripped face 
as She fucked him, while the 
ushers’ nimble fingers 
pinched sugar-sweet milk out 
of each swelled nipple. 

“Here is what you 
want,” came Her rich whisper. 
“Here is your transcendence.” 

The luciferic cunt 
tended his cock like the 
mouth of an expert fellatrice, 
only this mouth, he sensed all 
too clearly, came complete 
with rows of teeth sharp as 
diminutive glass points, slicing 
ever so daintily with each 
thrust. Tongues, too, from 
within this private channel, 
licked behind the scrapings of 
the glassine points. Each 
motion back and forth lead 
him into death and then back 
again as the immortal 
moment ascended to its 
pinnacle, then-- 

Exploded forth. 

A denizen hand 
reached back, crushed 
Grey's balls to puree at the 
precise moment of his 
orgasm. He came and came 
for what seemed hours or 
days, emptying an 
inexhaustible reservoir of 
sperm deep into the loins of 
the netherworld. 

He came and came-- 

Never stop, never 


stop-- 
--and came and 
came-- 
--forever and ever... 
week ee 
Amen. 
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Grey's halted heart 
tremored, beat once, then 
twice, then slowly resumed its 
rhythm of life. When his eyes 
opened, it was lamplight that 
filled them, not the maleficent 
sky nor the rot-colored moon. 


He lay shivering in 
bed, his bed, in his Madison 
Park loft. And he lay whole, 
intact, uninjured save for the 
glyph etchings now dried to 
grit on his abdomen. 

Iwas there. With 
Her... 

Of that there could 
be no doubt. He gagged, his 
chest hitching, then a violent 
cough expelled not blood or 
phlegm but remnant 
oversweet milk. Semen, in 
an impossible volume, had 
dried to a veneer of white 
incrustation covering the 
entirety of his groin. His cock 
lay utterly spent, a dead bird 
in a sullied nest. 

Xyra! | have to tell 
her this time! | transcended! 
| made love...with Her! 

But there would be 
no such telling, ever. While 
Grey lay whole now, his 
mortal lover did not. She'd 
been reduced, in fact, to the 
same limbless, faceless, 
skinless hulk that Grey 
himself had been reverted to 
on the other side. All of her 
remains, and all of her 
pieces, lay about the 
hardwood floor like garments 
flung aside in haste. 

And as to who exactly 
had done this to her--Grey 
needn't speculate. 

When he reached out 
to touch her, the straight 
razor fell to the sodden 
sheets; the hodgepodge of 
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tools, too, lay all about him: 
the saw, the flensing knives, 
the wires and snippers. 
Curettes and needles turned 
her exposed brain into a 
macabre porcupine. Blood 
dried on his forearms to the 
elbows, like scarlet tempera 
paint, and when Grey 
reglimpsed her unfleshed 
face, only then did he realize 
how full his stomach felt... 

But it had been worth 
it, he Knew that without even 
needing to think, and he also 
knew that Xyra, her quest 
being as impassioned, would 
agree. 

| have experienced 
the unexperiencable. 
Pleasures defined by another 
order of sensation altogether. 
|...have transcended. 

Grey blinked, 
remembered. 

Never stop, never 
Stop... 
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"Hold still!" 

"Like that, yes. The 
same way-- Be careful! The 
ink will smear!" 
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"Damn you! Don't 
die! Not yet!" 
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The face formed 
through electric fuzz. "In all 
my years, I've never--and | 
mean never--seen anything 
like this," came the quite dour 
remark of the Special Agent 
in Charge of the F.B.l.'s 
Seattle Field Office. Shell- 
shock burnished his eyes like 
the deadpan gazes of 
veterans remembering the 
Tet Offensive. "This guy's 
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doing things that-- I'm sorry, | 
just can't--l can't talk about it." 
Grey changed the channel-- 

"_-unlike any serial 
killer manhunt since the 
Green River Case, yet 
authorities have hinted of 
atrocities performed on the 
victims more perverse, more 
sadistic than any case on file- 

"-a modus of 
extreme psychosexual 
violence involving 
dismemberment, necrophilia, 
genital mutilation, cerebral 
dissection--" 

"--a monster, a 
monster--" 

Grey flicked the set 
off only moments after 
turning it on. They simply 
didn't understand--no one 
could, no one who hadn't 
seen with their own eyes and 
who hadn't felt with their own 
nerves... 

Disconsolate, yes, 
but Grey would not be 
thwarted. From the end 
table, several newspaper 
headlines barked at him: 
MANIAC STRIKES AGAIN 
and CLUELESS POLICE 
MAINTAIN MANHUNT and 
EIGHTH MUTILATION 
MURDER STUNS CITY 
DISTRICT. 

Make that the ninth, 
Grey commiserated, placing 
sheaves of skin into a handle- 
tie garbage bag. Hands and 
feet, arms and legs, gobbets 
of brains--it all went into the 
bag. 

Prostitutes provided 
the meat for his first attempts 
but, alas, all failures. 
Ruminating now, this made 
sense. Corrupted bodies, 
corrupted spirits. Then a 
business woman from 


Microsoft, a critical care 
nurse, a Catholic nun and 
then an Episcopal 
Deaconess. He'd gotten 
close with the nun, close 
enough to catch the goddess' 
scent and to taste a single 
drop of Her sweet milk on his 
tongue. 

Close. But not close 
enough. 

The next new moon 
starred his calendar, not far 
off. Grey took a respite from 
the indecorous chores, and 
ate voraciously: foi gras with 
lemon grass on toast points, 
flatbread from an actual 
Toltec recipe, a favorite 
variation of Miso crafted by 
the careful squeezing of - 
Iranian sturgeon roe, all 
washed down with a bottle of 
Montratchet 1856. 

Perhaps someone 
was watching over him; 
disposing of his latest suitor 
took all of twenty minutes, in 
broad daylight no less. 
Where is your soul? he 
wondered. It was a forlorn 
thought. He dropped the 
laden bag into a dumpster 
behind the Mecca Cafe. Is 
your soul with Her? 

Who knew? 

Later, as night 
reclaimed the city, weeping 
strains of Vivaldi's fourth opus 
caressed the soothing dark. 
Grey sipped Louis XIII. No 
taste registered until after it 
was swallowed, like the 
honey of Xyra's sex just after 
a Calistoga bath. Poor Xyra. 
She would understand; she'd 
even be proud, for it was 
through her verity-- 
unmatched thus far--that 
Grey had made his only fully 
successful Transcendence. 
One of the prostitutes had 
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simply died halfway through 
the Third Intercession-- 
starvation, he supposed. 
Another had strangled on her 
own vomitus while Grey was 
working on her. He 
wondered who to choose 
next. A dominatrix, perhaps, 
someone from the "adult" 
ISO's. A philosophy student? 
A theologian? 

The pickings, indeed, 
were ripe, and endless as his 
ardor. Acalm moon shone in 
the high window, stars 
coming out like luminous 
breath. She was out there, 
somewhere. Was She 
waiting for him? Or tending to 
other voyagers? 

Who knew? 

Tomorrow he would 
embark to find more Queen 
Anne's Lace and their lovely 
amaranthine buds. After that 
he would make the rice 
paper, as Xyra had shown 
him. Then he would begin to 
strop the blades. 

Grey realized he may 
never achieve a full 
Transcendence again. 
Such...wonders.... But at 
least he'd been blessed the 
once, granted the gift that 
only a handful, in all of 
history, had been allowed to 
unwrap. No, he may never 
get back to Her again, but he 
did know this-- 

Never stop, never 
stop-- 

He would never stop 
trying. 


END 
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You're minding your own 
business when he comes up to 
you, the way it happens to 
anyone. Your palms are pressed 
against the plate glass of the 
store's window, a pet store, you 
never can resist it, taking time 
out to squat on your haunches 
and share a few moments with 
the puppies. With their big feet 
and fat little bellies, they squirm 
and trip all over each other 
trying to get to you, impress you, 
maybe you'll take them all 
home. Show them the world on 
the other side of the glass. 
™s'cuse, not to be intruding or 
nothing, but I's needing to axe 
you something, okay, mind if | 
conversate with you a second?" 
Money. He'll want money, it's as 
good as predestined. When you 
squatted down to watch the 
pups he was nowhere in sight, 
and you'd checked, too. You're 
less a target for beggars when 
you're moving and they know 
that, that it's easier to pretend 
you don't hear them, that your 
ears shut down in mid-stride. 
“Basically l's wondering if you 
could spare like a couple dollars 
so | could get something to eat, 
you know, | wouldn't axe but | 
ain't had nothing to eat for a 
couple days now--" 
He talks with his hands always in 
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motion to make you feel his 
urgency, feel his hunger, and 
you wonder if you should tell him 
to calm down, quit flailing so 
much and he'll conserve more 
calories. He tells you how your 
donation will enable him to go 
back up the street a couple 
blocks to the Dairy Queen on 
the corner, alleviate his hunger 
with a double cheeseburger and 
fries. 

"I'm not giving you the money," 
you tell him, "but if you're hungry 
I'll take you to buy it.” 

"| heard that, let's go," his 
willingness immediate, without 
the outrage that comes when 
they only want the cash, then 
you're walking up the street, not 
looking as though you naturally 
belong together but are 
something odder, buddy cops 
maybe, and he's just come in 
from undercover work, the 
reason he's dressed the way he 
is, wearing that dirty sweatshirt 
with the hood fraying around the 
edge. He probably really needs 
the meal, unless he only 
dresses the part, although some 
don't even bother, wearing two 
hundred dollar warmup suits 
and pricey new sneakers, as 
robust as marble statues come 
to life, with their hands out, 
telling you about all the meals 
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they've missed. You wonder if 

it's just coincidence, but you've ñ 
never once been panhandled by 
another white person. 

"Got a head for business, must 
have," he says about you, "be 
wanting to eyeball where your 
money goes." 

"Well, it is mine," you say, then 
with a glance back at the pet 
store: "People eat dogs 
sometimes. Not here, but..." 
"Get hungry enough, yeah, | can 
see that, my stomach gets to 
growling too loud, I'd eat me a = 
Benji-burger too." 

"It's wrong, eating dogs, no 
matter where they do it," and he 
nods along with you, sharing a 
soft spot for man's best friend. 
Or maybe he'll agree with 
anything as long as food is 
coming, so you don't mention 
the T-shirt that you own with the 
wolf's head in the center, 
between two slogans: SAVE 
THE WOLF above, then 
underneath, PREDATORS 
KEEP THE BALANCE. 

It's midmorning and the Dairy 
Queen isn't busy and the young 
woman with the dreadlocks 
behind the counter has no 
smiles for you or your new best 
friend, looking at him as if she's 
seen him too many times 
before, and you along with him. 
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“So you let that fool shame you 
into buying his breakfast for 
him," she says when you order, 
resenting it and why not, she's 
the one with the job and the 
grocery bills. 

“No, no shame. My family's 
Norwegian, we didn't do 
slavery.” 

"Well, so nice to see someone 
with a clear conscience for a 
change." she says, very 
unimpressed. "He want anything 
to drink?" 

You turn to check, but your 
undercover cop pal is off in the 
corner, clowning with another 
brother who's rattling a 
newspaper. 

“Give him a Hi-C," you decide, 
"keep him from getting scurvy 
for a few more days.” 

A corner of her mouth tics, as 
though tugged by a marionette 
string, you've almost made her 
laugh, or laugh for another 
reason instead of at you, at 
liberal Caucasian guilt too 
pervasive to be assuaged by 
pushing a nervous dollar or two 
away from your body before 
remembering somewhere else 
you have to be. 

He trots into the restroom before 
the food is ready, is still there 
when it's up, so you carry it to a 
table and wait, checking to see 
how ignored you are. You 
unwrap the burger and peel the 
bun back on its ligaments of 
cheese, exposing thick goo, 
mostly bright primary colors, 
unnatural, like a squashed 
animal in a subversive children's 
book. 

When he emerges from the 
restroom you've been guarding 
his food for a couple of minutes, 
as you rise he showers you with 
gratitude and the mingled fumes 
of malt liquor and tooth decay. 
"God bless you, God bless you," 
he says, overdoing it, you're 
embarrassed, and when you 
leave him you return to the 
place where he found you, to 


finish your time with the puppies, 
who once again compete for 
your affections. Seems like 
everybody's glad to see you 
today. 

You tap on the glass and it stirs 
their blood, with furiously 
wagging tails they swat each 
other's faces, it's almost the 
second Thursday of the month, 
and you know if the world works 
the way it's supposed to, these 
are just the ones who should 
inherit it. 


It always comes back to canids 
for you, nothing else on earth as 
untarnished as the societies of 
dogs and dingoes, jackals and 
hyenas, coyotes and the 
progenitors of them all, the 
wolves, the beautiful wolves, 
with their tender and baleful 
eyes, said by an old Indian. 
legend to have been the only 
human attribute to take when 
the gods tried to turn the 
animals into men. But human 
beings can only wish that their 
rites of dominance and 
submission were as pure. 
You've always been entrenched 
on the canine side of that wide 
and irreconcilable schism 
between cat people and dog 
people, where each camp 
recognizes the inferiority of the 
other but only the dog people 
are right. Cat people laugh, 
haughty, say that they prefer 
felines because of their 
independence, their autonomy 
and self-reliance; say that dog 
people crave brainless 
obedience. But the true dog 
people know just how far 
self-reliance goes when trying to 
escape a pack on the hunt; 
know that what cat people are 
really identifying with is 
sleepy-eyed lazy indolence. 
Most cats, if they could, would 
be on welfare. 

Since childhood you've 
preferred the company of 
canines, you sense a kinship 


that transcends species and 
they know it too, will defer to 
your mastery to a degree 
approaching the telepathic. Your 
impulses become theirs, their 
instincts inform your own, when 
you were a boy the area dogs 
would gather around you, 
nuzzling with their long toothy 
muzzles. You could strip down 
and roll with them, with young 
and old, they would accept you 
into their society of scents and 
sensibility as if recognizing some 
better part of you, beneath your 
hairless skin and flat face, you, 
the strangely-furred pug who 
walks on two legs. Cats aren't 
the only ones who bring blood 
offerings, so you pretended you 
had some use for dead 
squirrels, for broken-necked 
tabbies, and no, you never once 
actually thought you were a dog, 
no matter what anyone said, and 
ever since then you've 
understood that the human 
animal is primarily characterized 
by arrogant stupidity and soft 
throats, a combination that 
constantly courts extinction. 

Just as they see into you, so too 
do you see into them, they are 
Nietzsche's abyss with the 
reciprocal gaze, or maybe the 
abyss is you. Show you a worthy 
dog and you'll see past the 
millennia of taming, see past 
civilization's dulling to the sharp 
primal edges beneath, the wolf 
behind those eyes. Except for 
poodles, pampered and 
self-loathing inside, and 
dachshunds, which are less 
dogs and more sorrel-haired 
rats. 

The rest, it's why they like you 
so, you know their ancestral 
secret and respect it, it's almost 
the second Thursday of the 
month, and already you're 
cocking an expectant ear toward 
the sky, listening for the howl 
that will split the city, then the 
world. 
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So enlivened are you by the 
day's gift of the panhandler that 
you decide not to return to work. 
Instead you walk, not wanting to 
miss anything now that your 
senses are primed, you can 
track down further opportunities 
for trickery like any efficient 
hunter, blending into the 
landscape. You wear lots of gray 
and black because you live 
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around lots of concrete and 


Work, too, is camouflage, was 
camouflage long before you 
even realized it, after awakening 
to your deepest nature. You log 
manifests and dispatch 
messengers, you help the city 
stay in touch with itself, for 
whatever that's worth, old 
people do the same when 


senility takes hold and all 
anyone ever wishes is that they'd 
just shut up. If you really wanted 
to be happy you'd work in a pet 
store somewhere, but you tried 
that once already, and were 
fired when they caught you 
trying to smuggle all the dogs to 
freedom, even if they 
misunderstood everything, 
suspected you of planning to sell 
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the stock to experimental 
medical laboratories, although 
they couldn't figure out why 
you'd left the dachshunds 
behind. 

After an hour of feeling the city's 
shifting crust beneath your boots 
you take respite in a 
neighborhood bar, you've never 
seen or been seen here before, 
it's beneath your usual dignity 
but happy hour begins early and 
seems to draw a clientele that 
needs it more than most. 
Paradoxically, all of them ignore 
each other. 

You're minding your own 
business when she comes up to 
you, the way it happens to 
anyone. You've had the 
darkened booth to yourself for 
less than the duration of your 
first drink, or the cigarette that 
she lit around the time she 
watched you sit down. 

“| don't mean to interrupt or 
anything, if you've got your heart 
set on sitting here alone, but if 
you wish you weren't, |, | know 
how you feel, you don't have to 
anymore, then neither would |, | 
mean it kind of makes sense, 
doesn't it?" 

A refill. She'll want a refill, it's as 
good as predestined. 

"We don't have to talk or 
anything, not if you don't want to, 
it's just that drinks taste better 
when you're with someone." 
She talks with her hands held 
rigidly before her, a conscious 
effort to keep them from 
trembling, and doing a better job 
with her hands than she's 
managing with her voice. 
"Would you mind not smoking, 
that's all | ask," you tell her. "I 
have a very sensitive nose." 

Her nervous hand dives toward 
the ashtray, she grinds out the 
butt, not a problem for her, then 
she's fanning the wisps away 
and lands in the booth, across 
the table, she and her purse and 
her glass with its lonely, rattling 
ice cubes. 


"My name's Merilee," she says. 
You nod. "Asin, 'merrily, merrily, 
merrily, merrily, life is but a 
dream'?" 

She looks at you blankly, how 
could you be making such a 
mistake? "No, rio, it's spelled--" 
She catches herself. "Oh, you're 
joking, | get it." She slaps her 
forehead, lets it slide halfway 
down her arm, embarrassed. 
You buy her another drink to go 
with your second, making an 
educated guess that she's had a 
two-drink head start on you. 
When you catch sight of the 
booth in the mirror behind the 
bar you scan the reflection for 
the way you look together, the 
story it tells. 

Two years ago you might've 
belonged together, but no 
longer, she left you and now she 
wants to come back, she's had a 
rougher time of it than she 
thought, it shows in the puffiness 
along her jowls and under her 
eyes, while you have prospered, 
triumphed over the pain, and 
while you feel pity for her you're 
not the same person she left, so 
how could you take her back? 
Briefly you wonder who he was, 
if you've envisioned what has 
been, or what is still to come. 
"I'm not keeping you from 
anything, am |, you don't have to 
go anywhere right away?” she 
asks. 

"Well, | have a dog I'll need to 
feed eventually.” 

Her eyes mist over with sorrow, 
as though she's heard better 
excuses in her day, but is still 
willing to give you the benefit of 
the doubt, she has hope, clings 
to it. "What's his name?" 
"Fenris." 

“What kind of name is that?" she 
asks, so you tell her it's 
Scandinavian, just like you, and 
it brightens her afternoon, she 
believes you now, she says 
nobody would just make up a 
name like that and asks what 
breed of dog Fenris is. 


“He's more of a wolf, actually.” 
With widening eyes, "You keep a 
wolf in the city, isn't that 
dangerous?” 

“Not for Fenris. He thrives on it." 
"I'll bet you don't have many 
problems with your neighbors.” 
"Not anymore.” 

"That's funny, you don't strike 
me as one of those guys who 
has to have the meanest dog 
around," she tells you, it's a 
fumbled compliment. "I knew 
this guy, well, lived with him for a 
month if you must know, it was 
Rottweilers or nothing for him. 
He was as hairy as the dogs, 
almost. But you, you have such 
a cultured look if you don't mind 
me saying so, like you could be 
an artist maybe. And your voice, 
| could listen to you talk for 
hours.” 

Which sounds like a threat, as 
she drinks two to your one, a 
ratio Merilee seems to have 
some experience with. Her 
hands start and stop for her 
cigarettes so often you lose 
count, her fingers drum with 
nerves and pretty soon the 
situation arrives where you know 
it's been heading all along. She 
tries not to cry over things she 
can't even tell you about, worries ` 
what you must think of her, with 
her eyes she begs you not to 
judge too harshly. She dumps 
her soul at your feet, skinned 
and raw. 

"Loneliness is a cancer," she 
says with frozen tears and a 
lurch in her voice, "and it never 
gets tired of eating at you day 
after day." 

It touches you like nothing else 
she's said or done. "| know 
exactly what you mean." You 
point to the front window, 
overlooking the sidewalk. 
"Walking around out there 
today, how many people did | 
see, do you think? Five 
thousand? Five thousand and 
they're all selectively deaf, 
selectively blind. | might as well 
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not exist for all they care. | could 
stand on a streetcorner and 
shout at the top of my lungs, and 
they'd hear me almost as well 
as they'd hear a gnat buzzing 
near their ears. They only want 
to know about you when they 
can take something from you.” 
“Like your kids,” she murmurs 
with a faraway gaze. 

“The world quit feeling, if it ever 
did in the first place," and you're 
saying more than you should but 
she's made you talkative, "so we 
may as well just give it back." 
Give the world back to where, to 
whom, she wants to know. But 
you're canny enough to smile 
and shake your head as if to 
admit you're only spouting off, 
you've never thought it through. 
Merilee says she'll be right back, 
she scoots off toward the 
restroom with purse in tow and 
while she's gone you hold her 


glass and swirl it, checking to 
see how ignored you are. 

When she returns your trick is 
done, you can tell she's tried to 
freshen up, she's washed the 
smudges from around her eyes. 
"What was that about your 
kids?" you ask, and at first she's 
hesitant but you persist, you 
really want to know. 

“Anybody can make a mistake. It 
was only bathwater, it didn't feel 
too hot to me.” She's a talking 
shell. "So what about you, 
what's the worst thing you ever 
did? You owe me one now, 
y'know.” 

“Earlier today this guy came up 
asking for money for food, so | 
took him to get a cheeseburger," 
and before you can finish she's 
asking what's wrong with that, it 
sounds positively saintly. "But 
while he was in the restroom | 


put ground glass in the 
sandwich. He was drunk 
enough, | doubt he even noticed. 
The glass was pretty 
finely-ground to begin with." 
Merilee blinks at you, her face is 
as blank as unshaped clay, in 
her bovine eyes you see the 
future, see how she'll continue 
to propagate more kids that may 
or may not be taken from her 
bungling hands and what kind of 
specialized monsters and 
parasites they'll turn out to be, 
the world doesn't need them, 
although that's all academic 
now. Or will be in a few more 
hours. 

She slaps her forehead and 
laughs. "You're joking again! 
You really had me going for a 
minute, you have the strangest 
sense of humor, did anybody 
ever tell you that?” 
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"No, never,” and now you're 
checking the time, how many 
hours since tricking the 
panhandler, the glass should be 
well on its way into his aching 
digestive tract by now, small 
intestine for sure, indigestible 
razor dust cutting soft tissues 
along its peristaltic journey, if 
he's drinking and he probably is 
his thin blood will leak out that 
much sooner. 

"I like you," Merilee says, and 
you nod toward her glass and 
tell her to drink up, every last 
drop, for it's time you should be 
on your way, it's almost the 
second Thursday of the month, 
and the end of everything that's 
overdue already. 


It always comes back to history 
for you, most history being 
cyclical, because of the 
fundamental stupidity of human 


herds that never learn, or less 
often the realization that 
sometimes the old ways really 
are best. New generations must 
discover this on their own, why 
should they take anyone's word 
for anything? 

Some months ago you first felt 
it, felt that cold wind blow to you 
from across the ocean, from 
Norway, home of your ancestral 
genes and much that you hold 
dear. For a few years it's been 
going on and you never even 
knew, until your chance 
encounter with a small 
newspaper article, which led you 
to a more detailed magazine 
article, which triggered your 
search for all that you could find 
on the subject of the Norwegian 
churchburnings. 

A war has been declared, fought 
mostly in the middle of the night, 
churches a thousand years old, 


some of them, set aflame and 
razed to the ancient ground, 
burned in the name of old gods 
once sacred to Viking lips and 
warriors’ blades. The newly 
churchless blame it on devil 
worshippers, poor Lucifer gets 
dragged into everything, if the 
pious have no greater sense of 
their own ancestry than that, 
then they're no better than 
poodles and dachshunds, 
maybe they really should be 
burned out. The culprits are 
musicians in most instances, 
modern-day sons of Odin and 
Thor, evidently they've had quite 
enough of missionaries and 
meddling, would've put a stop to 
it, too, if only they hadn't been 
born a thousand years too late. 
From across the Atlantic and 
cold North Sea you cheer them 
on, their fiery tricks are the 
vanguard of revolution, the world 
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is about to shake itself down like 
a tick-infested hound and these 
are the first true signs, and 
you're a natural part of the rest. 
Ragnarok is coming. 

You hear it on its way, heard it 
trying to break through into the 
world a month ago, and the 
month before, and the month 
before that, you weren't ready 
then but now you are, you've 
remembered everything, now it's 
almost the second Thursday of 
the month again and it all 
depends on you. 


So enlivened are you by this 
final countdown that you decide 
not to go home, in polls you've 
read wherein people share what 
they'd do if they knew they had 
but another day to live, nobody 
ever says they would sleep 
more. 

You're minding your own 
business when she comes up to 
you, the way it happens to 
anyone. You've taken a break 
from your spree of tricks, both 
feet are aching in their boots. 
The blistered soles of your feet 
throb while you sit on the bench 
at the bus stop, your blisters 
have popped and feel raw inside 
sticky socks. 

“You look kind of stressed," she 
tells you. "Suck you off to relieve 
some of that tension? Twenty 
bucks." 

Vitality. She'll want your life's 
vitality, it's as good as 
predestined. She can't be more 
than fourteen and possibly 
younger, her body still has that 
slim, straight look of a boy's, no 
curves anywhere, or perhaps it's 
poor nutrition. 

“Come on, you got a car 
nearby? I'll do you there, do you 
so good your grandpa'll come. 
No, wait, if you had a car, like, 
what would you be doing waiting 
for the bus?" 

"You're new at this, aren't you?" 
you ask. 

"Yeah, I've got these virginal lips, 


they've never known a man's 
thing. Is that what you want?" 
She's pouting like a magazine 
cover, hard little urchin's face 
softening beneath a floppy hat, 
hair snaking from beneath in 
tangled dark strands and both 
knees of her jeans are dirty. 
"Okay, fifteen and we'll go find 
somebody else's car. There's 
gotta be one unlocked around 
somewhere.” 

“Do your parents know you do 
this?" 

"Oh yeah, sure, I'm like sending 
them a postcard every week, 
‘Hope you're fine, | still don't 
swallow.’ So what planet are you 
from, anyway, do they even 
have blowjobs there?" She rolls 
her eyes. "Ten, okay? It's as low 
as | go." 

"You know what you need?" you 
tell her, because now you know 
that you can make a difference 
in her life, grant it some grace 
here at the end. "You need a 
dog." 

"Whoa, no, l'm all, okay, like I've 
done some weird things to get 
by, but I'm not into animal 
scenes, you really are a freak--" 
You stop her before she can go 
any further, perpetuate this sick 
misunderstanding, the idea of 
treating a fine dog in such a way 
fills you with nausea, and never 
mind what the males will do 
sometimes to an unwary leg, 
they don't know any better and 
you do. 

"A pet, that's alll mean, a 
protector, and to always love 
you,” you explain. "They're a lot 
more reliable than people.” 

"| had a dog once," she says 
quietly. "His name was Sailor, 
and we...we never could hardly 
go anywhere without him 
following, he was so good at 
slipping the gate." 

She's thoughtful now, you see 
the distant past overtake her, 
remake her, she's no longer the 
pubescent whore. If a 
remembered mutt can do this 


much for her, imagine what 
Fenris can do to the rest of the 
world when he gets it in his jaws. 
"I'll buy you another dog 
tomorrow, all you have to do is 
meet me at the pet store on 
Lancaster Avenue. You know 
the one?" 

"A dog." Can't believe what 
she's hearing. "You wanna buy 
me a dog." 

"But it'll have to be first thing in 
the morning. Later on I'm going 
to be extremely busy." 

"You. Wanna buy me. A dog." 
"They all know me there. If you 
want, we could walk over now 
and look in the window, you 
could pick one out tonight." 

The girl contemplates this, her 
mouth hangs open and her eyes 
roll up, she doesn't know what to 
do with her hands. "You are like 
the weirdest guy | have ever 
met." She stops, abrupt. "Okay. 
Sure. Okay. Let's go look at the 
dogs, maybe it'll excite you, 
something needs to.” | 

The two of you walk along the 
street together, you're much 
taller than she is, if anybody 
cares to look she could be your 
kid sister but of course nobody 
cares. The members of a 
wolfpack watch out for one 
another, but the tendency has 
been bred out of humans, 
another reason to give the world 
back. 

"So is this your mission in life, or 
what?" she asks. 

You wonder how to explain it all 
so she'll understand, these are 
not simple principles, you may 
have to be patient. 

"Everything we do makes 
ripples," you say. "Like in a 
pond? You throw in one pebble 
and it makes ripples, you throw 
in two or three, then the ripples 
get complicated, they intersect. 
So what | do is, | go around 
throwing pebbles.” 

"Right," she says. "Why?" 

"As long as I'm in the middle of 
the ripple patterns, that should 
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keep me safe." 

"Oh, sure, the ripple patterns, 
why didn't you just say so?" 
You're really communicating 
now. "Look, | know that nice 
leather jacket you're wearing 
must not've come cheap, but 
are you sure you can afford this 
dog?" 

You assure her you can, after 
Ragnarok what use will anyone 
have for money anyway, filthy 
lucre will be utterly without 
value. Flesh and blood will be 
the currency of the future, and 
tomorrow's princes those who 
have shown an aptitude for 
dealing in them. 

For many years you've been 
hearing about senseless 
violence, commentators tossing 
the phrase around as though it 
were something they were proud 
of inventing and proud of 
scorning, above it all. They are 
fools at best, at worst traitors to 
their species, ignorant of the 
natural order, they must think 
that deer run from wolves in a 
spirit of fun, that throats open 
and entrails spill from zippers, 
without a struggle. The culling of 
the weak can hardly be a 
senseless act, is labeled so only 
by a species that cherishes 
weakness, that nurtures it, that 
protects the weak from their 
natural fate. It demeans the 
whole system. 

"You're not ltalian, are you?" you 
ask. 

"No," she says, she's looking 
strangely at you. "Would it be a 
problem if | was, are you 
prejudiced?" 

"Just checking, just curious." 
People all around, in windows 
and in cars, no one sees you or 
this underage whore, how blind 
do they have to become before 
they never leave home at all? 
"Columbus gets credit for 
discovering it over here even 
though Vikings came centuries 
earlier. They know better, so 
what's Columbus Day still doing 


on the calendar? It just bugs 
me, some smart Norwegian 
needs to restake the claim." 
"There's always tomorrow," she 
says, then you're looking at her 
back, she's turned into an alley 
all but untouched by light, the 
bricks and wrought iron gleam 
with a wet nocturnal sheen. 
"Where are you going?" 
"Shortcut, this way's quicker 
than going all the way to the end 
of the block. Believe me, | live 
out here, | know." 

So you follow, the alley slick 
beneath your boots. She takes 
your hand like a child afraid of 
the dark, you hope she doesn't 
start up with the propositions 
again. Halfway along she pivots 
at the waist, scrawny torso 
spinning toward you when her 
fist slams into your stomach in 
that opening of your jacket, her 
fist and the small knife she's 
holding. You grunt and she 
stabs you again, lets the blade 
pull itself out as you lurch back 
against moist bricks and slide 
down, her hands plunge into 
your pockets, deft and sure, they 
know what they want by touch 
alone and leave the rest. 
Before you can tell her what a 
mistake she's making she's 
running away with your old 
name and your money. You sit 
against the wall, you're aware of 
breath and blood, aware of 
everything but time, you sit until 
something clicks inside you, it 
must be after midnight by now, 
it's the second Thursday of the 
month, if only you can hold out a 
few hours longer. 


It always comes back to roots 
for you, in roots lies purpose, 
without roots how can anyone 
know which direction to grow? 
Roots are the human pedigree, 
ergo one's destiny, as surely as 
pedigrees match dogs to duty, 
canis familiaris, a single species 
but many breeds. Pedigrees 
point border collies toward herds 


of sheep, and bloodhounds 
toward scent trails, while behind 
them all are the wolves, the 
beautiful wolves, who lurk in the 
northern woodlands of deepest 
night and in the dim bestial 
memories of those who build 
walls to keep them out. 

Your fleshly grandparents were 
born in Norway but you're an 
American, whatever that means, 
the answer might be found if you 
read enough bumper stickers 
but they don't mean the same 
things on cars that are stolen or 
repossessed, and since you 
never know who's driving, you're 
better off trusting your roots. You 
have Vikings in the woodpile, 
plunder in your blood and 
Ragnarok in your future, as a 
heritage there's a lot to live up 
to. 

They've given you courage, 
these Nordic churchburners 
across the ocean, obviously they 
knew more than you at first, 
being so much closer to the soil 
of your common roots. With 
Ragnarok on the way they're 
making preparations, you 
wonder if they too heard the 
howl of Fenris on the second 
Thursday of each month, Fenris 
apparently too weak to claw 
through into this world. 

His howling is to be the 
beginning of the end, the old 
Norse legends agree that the 
trickster and fire demon Loki will 
slip his bonds, then he and his 
followers will meet the gods for 
the final battle and Fenris the 
mighty wolf born of the trickster 
Loki will unleash his howl of 
devastation to come and there's 
Ragnarok for you. Of course 
everyone must die before the 
earth can regenerate into a new 
and better place, it's a 
necessary sacrifice, but look at 
most of the people around today 
and sacrifice starts to seem 
perfectly reasonable. 

You remember hearing these 
old stories when you thought 


they were just that, just stories, 
tales your grandfather told to 
pass the winter afternoons after 
your parents no longer wanted 
you. He would take you for 
walks in the country, you were 
quite small at the time, you 
would help him take his dogs 
out to chase winter hares and 
laugh and kick at snow drifts and 
wander so deep into the forests 
that the day he fell over dead 
out there you knew you would 
never find your way back, late as 
it was, so you went to sleep 
instead. 

It woke you with its hot breath 
and rough tongue, you opened 
your eyes but couldn't feel your 
feet, your grandfather lay where 
he fell although now his big belly 
was torn open and great 
steaming heaps of things lay in 
the snow. The yellow eyes 
looked upon you as if they knew 
you, knew everything you were 


and would be, you'd never seen 
an animal like this before, never 
so big nor so black, the dogs 
were nowhere to be found, and 
when it took your hand in its 
mouth you couldn't feel that 
either. It tugged you to your 
grandfather, to the ragged 
edges of the steaming wound, 
where frozen hands and frozen 
feet might be warmed, how it 
knew such a trick you couldn't 
understand. It had vanished 
before they found you, the 
two-leggeds, who didn't believe 
you anyway. "Where are the 
tracks?" they asked, and with 
your drippy hands you pointed at 
the snow but they wouldn't see, 
so you quit talking. They didn't 
deserve it. 

You've always remembered the 
yellow eyes looking at you, how 
they recognized you even if you 
didn't recognize yourself and 
even forgot yourself entirely until 
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a month ago, the latest howl of 
Fenris brought it all back, you've 
known who you are ever since. 
You are Loki, you are the fire 
demon, you are the trickster and 
you've been playing tricks ever 
since, with ground glass and 
toxins and whatever else is 
handy. You've slipped your 
bonds as the legends always 
said you would, you wonder if 
anyone ever guessed that the 
bonds were forged not of metal 
but of a gray life of rent and 
repetition, and the gods damn 
them, they made you just one 
more link in the chain. No 
wonder escape took so long. 
But now you're here, now you're 
free, it's finally the second 
Thursday of the month, the end 
of all that was never really you. 


By dawn you made it to the 
building that you selected weeks 
ago for this morning and you've 
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been here ever since, it's tall, 
vacant too if you don't count the 
vagrants below, they look asleep 
and in one sense they are. Two 
evenings ago you tricked them, 
you left warm deli sandwiches 
for them, cyanide has a very 
fulfilling effect, they want nothing 
from you now. 

The building might've been a 
hotel once, its brick shell and 
musty hallways feel as though 
they were built in an age of 
sunnier dispositions. You 
wonder what happened, if the 
hotel died first and took the 
surrounding area with it, or if it 
was the other way around, if the 
hotel choked on creeping blight. 
It does no good to lock the 
place, whoever tries, vagrants 
only chisel it open again. 

From a high window you view 
the streets below while awaiting 
Fenris, the insignificance of 
two-legged comings and goings 
is so much more apparent when 
watched from overhead, 
perspective is all. They're 
marbles in a crate down there, 
they roll wherever they're tilted, 
no pattern to it, and no purpose 
either. As a trickster yourself you 
can appreciate the joke, but 
enough's enough. 

You're minding your own 
business when he comes up to 
you, the way it happens to 
anyone. You sit on the floor, 
back against the wall, while you 
settle your stomach, settle your 
vision, your head feels hot this 
morning, never mind this chilly 
air. When you see him you shift 
as well as you can, it's not easy 
with your crusted belly and 
thirty-two pounds of weight 
resting across your lap. 

For a moment he only stares, 
the room is atrocious, plaster 
crumbled everywhere and 
wallpaper hanging in tatters, 
same as the hallways, the whole 
place looks like a mummy. 

"I'd ask if you need help," he 
says, "but | think | know how 


ridiculous that would sound." 
Your soul. He'll want your soul, 
it's as good as predestined. 
Even from across the room you 
can tell what he is, he's wearing 
a ministerial collar, not Catholic 
though, Presbyterian maybe. 
He's carrying an armful of 
blankets, it's what his kind does, 
they find the homeless in their 
homes and bring them blankets 
for the coming winter, blankets 
with salvation, thanks, much 
earlier inhabitants of the region 
were brought blankets too, 
blankets with smallpox. 

"|...1 followed the blood upstairs. 
| don't know what your story 
is...but son, | beg you to let me 
get you some help, | beg you not 
to do whatever it is you have on 
your mind.” 

“Today's Thursday," you tell him. 
"You know why it's called that, 
don't you?" 

No, no he doesn't, you know it 
even before he opens his pale 
mouth to confirm it. 

“Thor's Day,” you explain, 
slowly. "The day they dedicated 
to the thunder god. The one with 
the hammer. How can you be a 
holy man if you don't even know 
what's holy? You're as bad as 
the rest of them down there. No, 
worse--at least they don't 
pretend to know much of 
anything." 

He's asking if he can't call for an 
ambulance, get you to the 
hospital, that's a nasty-looking 
belly wound and maybe so but 
they take a long time to die from 
if you die at all, depends on how 
the rest of this morning goes. 
"That's--" He's shaking, now why 
would that be, it's not that cold. 
"That's about the biggest rifle 
I've ever seen." 

He speaks the truth, across your 
lap rests a McMillan M-93 sniper 
rifle, each .50-caliber cartridge is 
nearly as long as your hand and 
each magazine holds twenty of 
them, it cost you every dollar you 
had in the bank and some you 


didn't. 

"You don't know who | am, do 
you? You don't even recognize 
me," you say, then he tries to 
fool you, says sure, sure he 
does, the light was bad is all, but 
who's he kidding, can't trick the 
trickster. "That's all right, nobody 
else does either. I'm used to it by 
now. Not that it matters today, 
right before." 

"Before...?" he wants to know. 
"You really are in the dark, aren't 
you? Doesn't your god tell you 
anything?" 

It's the wrong thing to say, all the 
lead-in he needs, next thing you 
know you're getting a sermon, 
for God so loved the world, well 
he doesn't actually say it but you 
know that's what's going through 
his head, there's a remarkable 
consistency to the sheep of the 
lord, and if anything knows 
sheep it's wolves. 

There's a beauty in devastation 
that escapes the appreciation of 
most, they're so attached to 
what has been they never think 
of what might be, never consider 
how a decomposing body can 
enrich a bed of roses, and that's 
just the small picture. With the 
entire world become a 
graveyard there's no telling what 
may grow in time, it's the great 
potential that is Ragnarok, so 
rejoice you deaf, dumb, blind, 
and ravenous, a better world will 
sprout from your fat and 
clutching fingers. 

"All of them down there?” you 
say, with a nod at the window, 
the street. "As a holy man you 
must be very disappointed in 
them.” 

“No. Oh my, no.” Your 
Presbyterian shakes his head, 
he's even smiling a little. 
“They've given me good reason 
plenty of times. But then they 
turn around and delight me. And 
in between, there's forgiveness 
to fall back on. | promise you, 
they will delight you too...if you'll 
wait a little longer." 


You snort at his desperate 
naòvety. "If they only had longer 
teeth, they'd eat each other alive 
and sleep the rest of the time, 
they just don't admit it. I've 
watched it for thousands of 
years and it never changes." 
For a moment he looks puzzled, 
still holding the blankets in his 
arms, he's a befuddled 
emissary, and then you hear it, 
Fenris at last, the mighty howl 
whose pattern you figured out is 
trying another month and this 
time you're ready, it permeates 
the sky, it rolls through the 
streets. 

“Hear that?" you ask. "I've 
waited for this forever.” 

"It's just the disaster siren, for 
heavy storms and such," he 
says, he still looks befuddled 
and why not, he's so desperate 
now he'll say anything. "They're 
all over town." 

You've never heard such 
nonsense in your life, you may 
be a trickster but that's no 
reason for him to take you for a 
fool. Today isn't the first day 
you've heard it, after all; 
sometimes you'd be off work 
and Fenris would howl, the 
sound seeming to come from 
everywhere and every dog in 
your neighborhood would join in 
because they all remembered, 
their instincts hadn't dulled, their 
ancestral roots still ran true. 

"it's nothing to be afraid of," the 
Presbyterian says, "the city tests 
it once a month or so--" 

Fenris hangs at the peak of his 
first howl, he's waiting for you, 
Loki unchained, the father of the 
wolf. You tilt the rifle up from 
your lap, you squeeze the 
trigger without aiming and it 
makes such thunder. One 
second the Presbyterian has two 
good arms and the next has only 
one, the other's no longer there, 
you think it might've flown back 
out the doorway and into the 
hall, he sits down among the 
scattered blankets as though 


he's been hit with a hammer and 
stares at his shoulder and empty 
space, it's a good thing he had 
blankets since there's blood 
enough for them all. 

Fenris lets his voice fall, then it 
crests again, when you swing 
the rifle around to the window 
your stomach rips with pain and 
starts to bleed again. You rest 
the massive barrel across the 
windowsill, no trained sniper 
would ever reveal himself this 
way but at thirty-two pounds the 
rifle needs support and you have 
no need of escape anyway, the 
world will fall around you now. 
You bolt a new cartridge into the 
chamber and peer through the 
scope, everything and everyone 
in your face again, they swarm 
like maggots on a corpse and 
are equally soft and hungry. You 
settle on the first, and five 
pounds of trigger pull later 
you've made thunder again, the 
recoil pushes back a couple of 
inches into your shoulder and 
you've taken the guts out of 
sacrifice one. The second loses 
her heart and lungs, now you've 
got the hang of it, you've got the 
rhythm and the roll, no different 
than practicing on milk jugs, it's 
time to get tricky, time to start 
taking heads. 

Twenty shots go by fast, Fenris 
seems to think so, he's still with 
you as you snap on twenty more 
and bolt the next into the 
chamber, you bring the street up 
close again and they're all in 
your lens now, some of them 
still standing there covered in 
bits and pieces and splashes of 
the fallen and they haven't 
noticed a thing, for them not one 
thing has changed, sometimes 
you feel as though you're the 
only one alive and you wonder 
what does it take, what does it 
take just to get their attention? 
Some guy down there is still 
reading a newspaper, you punch 
the next bullet through the 
headline, black and white and 


red all over. 

All in all, they've at least made 
your job easier. 

You'll remember to thank them 
later, in that better world to 
come. 


END 


What did you expect on a first date 
with a psychiatrist? 
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F or a few years, porn starlet Christy 
Canyon was me. 


Although Canyon’s labium were splayed on- 
screen, her other lips uttered words I did in 
real life. Twisted chronicled my first 
extramarital affair in my last miserable 
marriage. Passages 1-4 included intensely 
personal snippets of my sexual psyche which I 
squastied into a quartet of X-rated scripts for 
all to see, True, 1t was Canyon who explained 
that the times she had a man in her mouth 
were the only times she really felt she knew 
what she was doing, (Passages 7) but they 
were my sentiments. On detailed 
blueprint of a blow-job ( oe 3) was my 


patented, tried-and-true formula. 


While we'd spoken briefly on the phone, we'd 
never really met. Although we exchanged the 
usual polite industry pleasantries like fleeting 
smiles and nods at conventions, I had no idea 
what she was truly like. Once, at an East 
Coast Video Show, she mortified me when 
she asked a long line of fans seeking her 
autograph to give a round of applause to the 
woman whose libido she portrayed on film 
and video, the woman who had created the 
much-touted, four-part Passages series for 
her. And that woman was me. 
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Whether she realized it or not, Canyon knew 
more about me than I did about her. Sure 
her voluptuous curves were on VHS tape but 
they illustrated my broken hear, my mind, my 
soul. She and I were an unusual combination 
of body and essence. Together, we created 
one complete woman. 


About six years ago, when director Paul. 
Thomas requested I write a dramatic vehicle 
for Canyon, who was making one of many 
comebacks, my response was less than 
enthusiastic. She had a ee 
“exclusive” contract with his upscale 
company, Vivid Video still does. PT 
envisioried a 90's, adult version of Carnal 
Knowledge with two female leads. Jennifer | 
Stewart, a newcomer who had played “me” in 
The Swap, my virgin porn script, was slated 
to play one woman. Canyon would play the 
other. While Canyon was attractive enough, 
I'd never been overly impressed by her acting 
skills. I made the mistake of dismissing her as 
just another, Eora ten bimbette on the 
comeback trail! Boy, was I wrong. 


PT was adamant about Canyon’s talents 
beyond the bedroom. He knew she could 
portray deep emotions given the nen script 
and the right director. He was confident 
could write that script and that he could draw 
the necessary emotions out of her. I went, 
ahead and wrote the first two screenplays in 
the Passages saga. They would be viewed as 
two separate porn entities but cut into one 
soft-core movie aired on the Pay channel 
a as a pay-per-view feature, retitled Dream 
Over. 


Still doubtful of Canyon's an prowess, I 
watched passages 7 on my VCR a few 
months later. Í was floored. Canyon was the 
tough girl who wanted desperately to be 
loved but was afraid of being hurt. She had 
the sad brown eyes of someone wounded by 
life. Part angel, part seductress, part martyr, 
part saint. She was a pneumatic version ` 
of... me! I immediately felt a camaraderie. 


When actor/director Rick Savage told me 
Canyon was coming to New York on a dance 

ig, I wanted to meet with her. Not that I 

ad an assignment lined 由 I Just wanted to 
talk to her. Savage was slated to interview 
Canyon for a Japanese publication - 
apparently she was big in the Land of the 

sing Sun. I asked if I could tag along and 

Nag kindly granted permission by both of 
them. 


Savage and I arrived at Canyon's hotel room 
at a nondescript place in the shadow of La 
Guardia Airport to see a “Privacy Please” 


sign hooked on the doorknob. (A strange 
request for a porn starlet whose benne parts 
had become public domain.) “That better be 
Rick,” said the voice inside the room when 
we knocked. Barefoot and clad only in a 
fani nightshirt, Christy Canyon swung open 
the door. 


She looked much smaller than she did on- 
screen. Savage set down his briefcase., He 
wrapped his arms around Canyon’s waist. 

She slid hers around his neck. It was a 
euroni sentimental moment for two people 
who had been paid to have sex with each 
other twice in five years. There would always 
be an odd closeness and a distance which 
would link them invisibly and umbilically. 


Over Savage’s shoulder, Canyon peered at 
me. “Oh, [ remember you now,” she said as 
we stepped into her hotel room. Suddenly, I 
felt awkward, embarrassed, as though she 
could look right through me. In a sense, she 
could. I tried to cover up my vulnerability 
with laughter. “PT says you play me better 
than I play me,” I joked. 


It didn’t take long to see that a warmth, an 
honesty, a vitality surrounded Christy ` 
Canyon. But it never seemed to make it to 
videotape. She could look like a young girl 
and a worldly wench simultaneously. Fresh 
from the shower, without a stitch of makeup, 
her smile seemed almost too big for her face. 
“Tm running about 15 minutes late,” she 
apologized, then invited Savage and myself 
into the bathroom while she brushed her 
teeth, a cloud of blue fluoride foam as we 
gossiped, giggled and dished the dirt. I 
snapped a few candid photographs amid her 
halfhearted protests. 


Canyon had the vigor of a cheerleader, minus 
the pom-poms. She innocently stripped off 
her nightshirt, scooped her huge, natural 
breasts into a white lace bra and shimmied 
into a pair of flowered panties. I’d never seen 
anyone sit cross legge in the bathroom sink 
as they applied makeup, but Canyon did so 
gracefully. We talked. About everything. 


At some point in rare interviews, the “victim” 
inevitably turns the tables, and in a sense, 
begins interviewing you. With Canyon, this 
happened very early in our meeting. She 
showed sensitivity and concern when she 
questioned me about my divorce and hoped it 
hadn’t been too painful’ (It had.) She even 
remembered that Savage was a single parent 
and inquired about his adolescent son. Then, 
after some thought, Canyon admitted, “He’s 
very lucky to have you.” Almost hesitantly, 
Canyon wondered, as many colleagues, do, 
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whether Savage and I were dating. We 
admitted, as we always do, that for 
professional reasons, we weren't. 


Once dressed, Canyon looked nondescript in 
er burgundy turtleneck and jeans. In the 
lobby, Vinny, the elderly doorman, gave 
Savage directions to the Buccaneer, a newly- 
renovated diner. She didn’t seem to mind 
Savage’s dilapidated Ford station wagon and 
suggested we all squeeze into the front seat. 
Spontaneously, she wrapped her arms around 
Savage and gave him a little squeeze. “I’ve 
been on the road so much lately,” she sighed, 


“It’s so nice to see familiar faces.’ 


The Buccaneer was your typical chrome-and- 
Naugabyag prefabricated eating emporium, 
but Canyon seemed excited being there. 

“See, it even smells new,” she commented. 
We were shown to a curved booth in the 
back. Canyon worried that the smoke from, 
her Benson & Hedges bothered us, so she hid 
her ashtray on the floor between puffs. Our 
waitress, as I recall, was typically snooty, as 
only waitresses in Queens diners could be. 
She practically flung the menus at us, ! 
unmoved by the magnitude of the dirty-movie 
dignitary in her midst. The busboys, 
however, clucked with recognition. They 
fought over who would pour Ms. Canyon's 
water. 


But Canyon seemed oblivious to their silent 
adoration. She hadn't eaten since dinner and 
it was already two the next afternoon. She 
slipped a pickle wedge into the mouth which 


accommodated the likes of T.T. Boy and 


That afternoon, she was simply Melissa, a 
died-in-the-wool Valley Girl out of her 
element. A headline dancer whose muscles 
ached. A hard worker who relaxed with 
CNN after performances each nighi before 
she could go to sleep - by herself, But even 
the likes of Christy Canyon couldn’t bend the 
Buccaneer’s strict “no refills” policy on iced 
tea. 


Canyon insisted on paying the tab - with a pile 
of crumpled up dollar bills men had stuffed 
into her G-string as gratuities. It was getting 
late and she had a show at six that evening. 
We walked to the car. There were more hugs 
as we again slid into the front seat. Canyon ` 
rested her head on my shoulder. “Wouldn't it 
be wonderful if we could all take a nice na 
together’? She yawned. Before we parted, 
she reiterated, “It’s so good to see some 
friends.” 


I watched Canyon disappear through the 
hotel’s big double glass doors, almost 
unnoticed. An afternoon in the glamorous life 
of an X-rated movie star. Sometimes it just 
translated into being alone. Did I discover all 
I'd hoped about this pornographic princess? 
Sone things are just too personal to write 
about. 
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Some people don't know Jack about Jackie. 


Don't you just l-o-o-o-o-ve the reviewers who have 
become instant Asian film experts ever since the 
John Woo pics caught on in the States? They're 
the same jerks who previously snubbed every non- 
Bruce Lee martial arts film by giving it a one-star 
rating, sight unseen - until they became drooling 
Jackie Chan groupies. 


That's by no means a knock on Jackie, recipricant 
of utmost respect at the Stately Estate; getting 
raves is, after all, part of his job. The amazing 
performer constantly cites Buster Keaton as one of 
his heroes. So, instead of doing their job and 
learning about silent films - the very keystone of the 
entire art form - the hack critics dutifully draw 
comparisons between Buster and Jackie 


Keaton (my favorite silent comic as well) was 
known as “The Great Stoneface” for remaining 
deadpan in the midst of chaos. Anybody with a 
modicum of silent film knowledge will tell you it was 
Harold Lloyd who specialized in manic athleticism 
and performed his own death-defying stunts. | 
admire Chan’s devotion to Keaton, nonetheless, it 
doesn't alter the fact that if he’s going to be billed 
as a modern-day anyone, it’s clearly Lloyd. Buster 
may be in his heart, but Harold’s on the screen. By 
the same token, | consider Jack Benny a god of the 
post-silent black-and-white era, yet you don't see 
any of his delivery reflected in my writing, do you? 
Now cut that out! 


Some people don’t know Jack about Jack. 


A bunch of those ignorami apparently draw a 
salary on the TV Guide editorial staff: said “experts” 
put together a list of the all-time top 50 tube stars, 
yet excluded the thrifty 39 year-old violinist. Well! 
(Orca Winfrey placing fifth [wha?] spoke volumes 
about the selection criteria.) 


The Guide used to have some credibility; but the 
Murdoch-era version of the mag needs serious 
help. Check out their excuse for not rating certain 


flicks in the review section: “ . . if a film belongs to 
a formulaic genre such as B-westerns.” Elitist 
enough for you? ` 


Why couldn't they just note “We've decided these 
titles are below us - especially since no Friends' 
cast members are in them”? Goofier still, they 
don't rate made-for-TV movies! Granted, most of 
them such harder than a Hoover with a 
supercharger, but these pics are made_speciflcally 
for the medium the magazine is devoted to 
covering. 


In all fairness, TV Guide does deserve credit for 
being forthright about blowing off certain films, 
unlike the frauds handling the reviews in most 
similar journals. Fact: No one has seen every 
single movie ever released. Rather than make that 
perfectly acceptable admission, though, the 
charlatans will virtually always take the wuss way 
out - giving the unfamiliar film two stars out of a 
possible four. (Except for those above-mentioned 
single-star martial arts fistathons, natch.) 


Go ahead, dig up the hometown tv supplement and 
see for yourself how frequently the local liar has 
awarded ** to low-profile features it's extremely 
unlikely anyone but the sound mixer ever sat 


Bs set a DD ayu 


through. You can almost hear the frauds thinking 
aloud. “I’m Mr. Movie Authority, so | can’t possibly 
admit I've never caught this sequel to a Jeff 
Conaway ‘erotic thriller.’ | know, I'll play it safe by 
giving it two stars. That way, if it stinks, | didn't 
really sell it and if it’s good, | didn’t really knock it.” 
In other words, to preserve a ridiculously 
overinflated image of self-importance, he will resort 
to outright dishonesty. To quote my pal, future 
WWF world champ Stone Cold Steve Austin, 
“That's just a bunch of crap, son.” 


Owing to the length of last issue’s primary rant, | 
had to deprive readers of the traditional 
Extraordinary Insight segment. To make up for the 
global distress such editing triggered, I've included 
extra E.l. material this time. As the song says, 
“E.LE.I., hey O, let's go.” 


EXTRAORDINARY INSIGHT: Because of the plot 
against me, | have not yet become the 
entertainment ultrastar I'm destined to be. 
Nonetheless, when the inevitable comes, if it ever 
reaches the point where the consensus opinion of 
my talent is “He puts on a good show,” PLEASE 
mail me a suicide kit... Ways to Scare Strangers 
#96 - When dining publicly, loudly exclaim “Wow, 
this is almost as good as human flesh!” .. . What I 
find scary is when you look at a square's photo and 
can just tell a guy has been wearing the same 
hairstyle - usually modified “Beatles' bangs" cut - 
his entire life. Wouldn't wanted to stop being 
mommy's little boy now, would we? . . . I'd like to 
publicly thank the Spice Girls for allowing The Box 
occasionally air videos by other acts . . . | wish 
someone from the Hollywood Cliche Factory would 
explain why: pool games on sitcoms always wind 
up with a hustle, every actor in screen history seen 
working on a car engine must have a facial grease 
smear, and why one out of four male thesps feels 
obligated to eat noisily to “prove” he's chowing 
down. I'd also like to fine one of those clubs where 
a live band is playing but can still converse at 
normal volume . . How oh-so-PC is it to put mixed 
couples together on Singled Out when in the REAL 
“real world” both participants are likely to get m-a-j- 
o-r flak about it? . . . The fact that I'm sick of seeing 
goatees should be enough to inspire anybody with 
one to shave it off right this minute. But if you 
need further inspiration, be informed that those 
cutting edge trend setters perpetually-straining-to- 
be-hip Dennis Miller and transcendentally irritating 
Steve Guttenberg have grown the “Fashionable” 
whiskers. | rest my case . . . What's the deal with 
silk-screened T-shirts available only in size XL? A 
reward for being a fat slob? ... M-G-M 


stockholders should insist the studio cash in on the 
Spring surge in name recognition and immediately 
flood video stores with Heaven's Gate: The 
Director's Cut... There was something of a 
conflict of interest uproar when MTV sponsored the 
U-2 tour, but | don’t see what all the fuss is about. 
Seems to me the two conglomerates area perfect 
fit: both became embarrassingly wealthy by 
embracing mediocrity and, on those rare moments 
either actually play music, it's never anything we'd 
care to hear .. . It's astounding how few others 
have tracked down their birth delivery doctor, 
slapped him on the butt and said “Now we're even.” 


HUBBA HUBBA HONEYS: H-H-H has always 
been about bringing attention to attractive, talented 
women who haven't received due recognition. This 
now creates a minor quandary. | am absolutely 
convinced Fuero De Serie hostess Sofia Vergara is 
easily the most beautiful senorita on the small 
screen. Not a household name among gringos, si? 
But for all | know, because she’s a star on the 
Univision network, she may have a gigantic 
international following. With that in mind, I’ve 
decided to split this issue's Honeydom tribute 
between sizzling Sofia and the brainy babes of 
cerebral cable. The Jones Computer Network 
(a.k.a. Knowledge Television) has a dazzling duo in 
mature (not old) blond Suzanne Shaw and 
PCleopatra Lee Sherman, both of whom are 
welcome to root down my hard drive (wink, wink) 
any time. Slightly higher on the Manor 
Maidenometer, however, is CNN anchor Lynn 
Russell. Red hair, full lips, a deep voice: luscious 
Lynn reminds me of Peggy Bundy with an M.A. 
Woowoo, what a cool combination! And she'll still 
be good company when all the peroxided Jennys 


ain't worth a penny. 
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Marone! There was absolutely no response to Ozzy's change of 
direction in the last issue of Brutarian. What the fuck is wrong with 
you people? Do you really want to hear what | think of flicks like 
Sling Blade and The English Patient? Of course not, the former 
you're gonna run to no matter what | say and the latter you're gonna 
be forced to see because your girlfriend or wife simply ain't gonna 
take no for an answer. So give Mr. Fide a break. He's searching high 
and low for divertissements for you. Yes you, dear reader. It's not a 
pleasant task. Have you any idea how much crap | have to sit 
through to find movies with any redeeming value? Granted your, 
and my standards, are not those of the average person, but that 
doesn't make it any less difficult. You're looking to be amazed, 
challenged, disgusted. And with sensibilities as jaded as yours, 
gentle heart that makes things arduous. Not to mention tedious. Oh, 
it's impossible to say exactly what | mean! It's as if my nerve 
endings were throwing patterns on the screen... Sorry! Modernist 
graduate school flashback there. Where was |? Ah, yes, the search 
for entertainments for the decadent cineaste. There's little to say. 
You've seen all that is to be seen. It's all been put in your ear. Time 
to retire and cultivate a garden. Read on... what follows is 


important... 


Well they may call 
themselves the master race 
but judging from the porn 
that comes out of that 
country I'd have to say 
"masturbators" is a more 
accurate description. Take 
the Krauts’ latest Eurotrash 
sensation: EXTREMES 
OF GERMAN PORN. 
Please! The first in a 
purported five volume 
series, Extremes has a little 
something for the entire 
family. The Flynt family that 
is. Urolagia, fisting, orgies 
and something I've never 
seen: dildo shoes. The 
whole shebang builds up to 
scenes of indescribable 
preversion and it's clever 
the way this first installment 
teases us with the 
possibility of outrageous 
depravity. Hardcore 
wankers have no doubt 


seen tripe like this before 
but the print quality is good, 
the girls look like the type 
with whom you could strike 
up a conversation, and the 
men, save for their 
misshapen members, are 
mercifully absent. (Miami 
Video Search) 


MALABIMBA has this 
short-haired elfin I-tye being 
sent to a monastery chock 
full of good looking nuns to 
rid her of this need to play 
with herself and refrain 
from all manner of nasty 
bits of business. 
Apparently the devil has 
taken a shining to our little 
vixen and won't leave off 


until our Bimba has 
affected everyone with the 
desire to fornicate. For 
Catholics this is some kind 
of mortal sin, down here in 
Ozzyland we'd buy a 
couple of cases of Bud Ice, 
call up everyone we know, 
and have us a party. But, if 
like me, you're partying 
more often than not, all by 
yourself, you could do a lot 
worse than this video. The 
girls are hot, the air fetid, 
and the erotic sequences 
inventive enough to keep 
your hands on your 
johnson as opposed to the 
fast-forward button. (Miami 
Video Search) 
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God damn, | may have 
seen worse pictures but | 
really can't remember 
when. BROADWAY 
JUNGLE is so bad it 
makes Ed Wood look like 
Orson Welles by 
comparison. Ostensibly an 
expose of the Hollywood 
film industry, Broadway is 
little more than a badly 
cobbled mishmash of 
truncated plotlines, infantile 
acting, sophomoric 
camera work, and 
juvenile set direction. 
Ozzy could wow you 

with a detailed analysis 

of the inept mis en 

scene but there doesn't 
appear to be any. 
Despite the appalling 

lack of intelligence in 
almost every frame, ole 
Oz has to admit to 
laughing his ass off 
throughout. Speaking of 
butts, watch the way 
director Beaudine pads 
the running time with 
end- less loops of 

people smoking and 
putting out cigarettes. 
Too bad they didn't put 
them out on each other. 
It's a form of foreplay 
which never fails to get a 
rise out of your partner. 
(Something Weird) 


Ozzy, actually broke 
down and saw thisin a 
theater. Alright, it was in 
the back room of what 
they call, in Georgia, a 
Jack Shack. Which is a 
kind of a strip joint where 
instead of lap dancing 

like they do in New York 
the women sashay in 
nighties and let you ... 
well, never mind. What 
Oz wants to tell you all 
about is the nastiest flick 
released by a Hollyweird 
studio last year. It's 

called FREEWAY and 

its supposed to bea 
snide update on The 

Little Red Riding Hood 
story but really it's just an 
excuse for a bunch of 
horny billionaire types like 
Oliver Stone (he was one 
of the executive producers) 
to engage in ersatz child 
pornography. We got this 
cute diminutive foul- 
mouthed hoyden (Renee 
Witherspoon looking all of 


14), taking to the road after 
her whore of a mother and 
sexually abusive stepfather 
get themselves arrested. 
After her piece of shit 
station wagon breaks 
down, a smooth talking, 
psychologically astute serial 
killer (Kiefer Sutherland) 
stops and offers her a ride. 
When Kiefer, after about 
six hours or so of 
conversating, blows his 


WEN YOU GANT BRET ES 
YOU CANT SCREAM 


ANACONDA 


IT WILL TAKE YOUR BREATH AWAY 


cover by asking if Renee 
liked "fucking" her step 
daddy, Renee pulls out a 
gun, forces Kiefer to drive 
to a deserted clearing and 
then blows him to kingdom 
come. Orso she thinks. 
Kiefer manages to survive 


(looking a lot worse for the 
wear to put it mildly) and 
with the help of his 
unknowing wife (Brooke 
Shields) convinces the 
cops that little Renee is the 
guilty party. Our luscious 
nymphet gets arrested and 
an already weird and sick 
little flick gets weirder and 
sicker. Lots of blood, nasty 
language, deranged sexual 
situations, and just an 
overall 
bad at- 


lute 
anom- 
aly in 
this or 


I'd be 
willing 
to bet 
my 
food 
stamps 
this ful- 
some 
flick 
would 
have 
won 
Rick 
Sulli- 
van's 
COV- 
eted 
G.G. 
award 
(Video 
Vault). 


BASQUIAT. A man who 
bestrode the New York art 
scene like a colossus. For 
a short while. Like Keith 
Herring already fading into 
memory. Like Julian 
Schnabel, another 
talentless hack. Who 
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(Video Vault) 


understands and so was 
given the green and 
allowed to make a movie. 
An inadvertent 
entertainment. About 
nothing. A nothing with a 
lot of laughs. It's big and 
bold and colorful and filled 


with great music - Public jae: 


Image, Psychedelic Furs, 
Tom Waits - and talented 
actors - Dennis Hopper, 
David Bowie, Christopher 
Walken, Gary Oldman - 
and it has this to say to 
us: JUST DO IT! The 
hell with study and craft 
and refinement. Artis 
what you want it to be. 
Whatever you say it is. 
Or better still, whatever 
you're unable to say itis.. 
Yes indeed. THIS 
REVIEW IS ART! Why 
not? Take nothing 
seriously. Hang out with 
the beautiful people and 
destroy yourself in public. 
But not to quickly. Or not 
at all. Nothing is true. 
And everything is 
permitted. Paint. Write. 
Talk. Fin de siecle mad 
daddy! Somebody is 
sure to notice. Just 
make sure you do it, 
whatever it is you do, in 
the Big Apple. Don't 
forget to dress badly. 
And never, ever, wash. 


This issue's creature 
feature boys and girls is 
ANACONDA a horrible film 
which should very likely 
wind up being ripped to 
shreds on a future 
installment of Science 
Fiction Theater 2000. Oz 
is hipping you to it because 
it's one of those "so-bad- 
it's-good" flicks. A not to 
uncommon result when 
corporate suits get together 
and decide to slap a B- 
movie together. Ozzy 
doesn't have to work to 
hard to imagine what was 
said inside the boardroom: 
“Alright, here's what we do. 
For the kids, we get a 
rubber monster that's not 
too terribly frightening. 
Then for the Blacks we get 
some rapper. One of the 
Ice guys. T? No? Okay 
what about Cube? Okay 
the Cube it is. Now we'll kill 


two birds with one stone. A 
Hispanic lady lead. 

Jennifer Lopez. Anybody 
have a problem with that? 
No? Good. Okay. Yes, 
and we're agreed since 
most horror fans are 
retards we keep the plot 


completely linear. None of 
that flashback stuff like in 
Tarrantino's films. And no 
story. Story just confuses 
our audience. We'll just 
put our cast in a boat in the 
Jungle and have things 
jumping on them. That's 
done. What else? Yeah, 
some respectable actor 
who's not gonna cost to 
much and will add a little 
class to this shit. Who, 
Benny? Jon Voight? Jon 
Voight is available? That's 
great. Make him the bad 
guy. He'll feel the whole 
thing is beneath him and 
chew the scenery like a 
man in the grips of a grand 
mal seizure. Perfect. 
That's a wrap. Yeah, Mike, 
what? A script? Whadya 
mean script? Thisis a 
monster movie fer 
chrissakes? What do you 
want to go and crap things 
up? Get somebody to 
storyboard a few scenes 
with the snake and we'll let 
the cast and crew make the 


Who ordered the tongue? 


rest up as they go along. 


Ya got that, Mike? Alright, 


enough. Here's lunch. 


i] wee 
ij lass, 
Sandra 
was 
|| unlike 
the 
other 
girls. 
Not that 
Sl anyone 
really 
knew. 
That's 
be- 
cause 
Sandra 
liked to 
wait 
until it 
was 
dark. 
Then 
she 
kk... | would 
take a 
small 
dead 
animal 
in her 
hands, 
walk 
deep 
into the woods behind her 
house and enact a strange, 
eerie ritual. First she would 
begin to chant, then strip 
down to her underwear. 
Semi-nude and in a fugue 
state, Sandra would begin 
to spin while rubbing the 
rotting pelt against her face 
and neck. Care to guess 
what our little girl wants to 
be when she grows up? 
OK, an embalmer ain't 
such a stretch. But guess 
why she wants to be an 
embalmer? Anyone who 
said something having to 
do with a healthy respect 
for the dead go to your 
room. Sandra wants to 
work in a funeral home 
because ... wait forit... 
because... because... 
SHE WANTS TO MAKE 
LOVE TO THE DEAD! 
Disgusting? Not really, as 
Lynn Stopkewicz has 
written and filmed a 
screenplay which is pure 
poetry - replete with soft 
lighting (lambent blues, 
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soothing browns, bursts of 
white in hypnotic spirals) 
inchoate Lawrencian 
narration, and pre- 
Raphaelite love. Yes, 
Sandra, beautiful, radiant, 
doe-eyed Sandra, finds her 
man in Matt, a pre-Med 
student who looks like he 
just stepped out of a Burne 
Jones painting. Together 
they talk of coming 
through, Debussy, Dante 
Gabriel Rossetti and 
CORPSE FUCKING! The 
latter making Sandra 
decidedly uneasy and Matt, 
testosterone-driven man 
that he is, quite horny. 
Something's got to give. 
Matt being the more 
romantic of the two decides 
he must make the supreme 
sacrifice. Oz believes 
KISSED is the flick to 
which you should expose a 


chick on the first date. If 
she's moved and agrees to 
a second one, don't 
hesitate, propose marriage 
right then and there. Trust 
me, she's all you'll ever 
want in a woman. 


So you've brought over a 
bunch of middle-aged 
garage aficionados to drink 
Black Label and Busch and 
listen to the latest Pebbles 
and Back From The Grave 
compilations. What to play 
on the large screen as the 
boys head in from the pool 
to grab a cool one from the 
refrigerator? SORE 
LOSERS of course. A sci- 
fi, blood-drenched, homage 
to David Friedman (in 


several cameos) roughies. 
Filmed on location in 
Memphis and chock full of 
Violence, pneumatic 
women and 60s styled 
punk courtesy of Guitar 
Wolf, The Oblivions, The 
Makers et al. Forget the 
story just groove to the 
mise en scene which has 
rough boys duking it out 
and pneumatic women 
baring their ample breasts 
at every opportunity. The 
movie you'd make if some 


fool gave you $50,000 and 


an unlimited supply of 
Kodak color stock. And if 
you were good looking 
enough to have girlfriends 
who'd do anything for you. 


(BigBroadGuerrillaMonster, 


dept: Vegas, 1725 B. 
Madison #3577, Memphis, 
TN 38104) 
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THE ALCHEMYSTS 

One Eyed Again 

Recorded between fall 1991 and 
spring 1993, One Eyed Again 
has many of the typical traits of 
that time - tension-and-release 
song structures, big and noisy 
guitars and drums, etc. But the 
Alchemysts create more than a 
formula exercise as they 
combine grunge elements with 
an occasional debt to the 
Stooges, early metal, 
psychedelic and even a dash of 
rockabilly. With his judicious use 
of distortion, wah-wah, echo and 
tremolo, guitarist Paul Simmons 
can be genuinely menacing, 
while drummer Mat Love bashes 
with power. Bassist/vocalist Jon 
Guard is the weak link here - his 
bass work doesn't create 
enough tension with Simmons, 
and his vocals try but fail to 
threaten. Because of its 
haphazard recording schedule, 
One Eyed Again isn't particularly 
cohesive, but its best moments 
are worth checking out. 
(Behemoth) df 


AMON DUUL 

The Reissues 

Amon Duul was born of A 
Munich commune in 1968. 
Obsessed with freaky light 
shows, LSD, and revolutionary 
politics (they had vague ties to 
the Baader-Meinhof terrorist 
group), they're best known for a 
lengthy jam which has been cut- 
up and repackaged under a 
variety of names, the most 
famous of which is Psychedelic 
Underground (1969). A classic 
mix of churning rhythms, fuzzed- 
out guitars, and primal moaning 
it's lysergic bop personified. The 
Official follow-up, Paradieswarts 
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Duul (1970) is a quieter, more 
meditative affair, with a distinct 
Middle Eastern influence. It's 
good too, in a three a.m. come- 
down kind of way,; but it may be 
of most interest to Krautrock 
aficionados. 

Amon Duul Il, a different band 
from the same commune, 
cobbled together an impressive 
art-acid rock that's just now 
being rediscovered by fat, geeky 
prog-heads. More song-based 
than their compatriots (they had 
Dave Anderson of Hawkwind 
fame on bass), Duul Il sounded 
like nothing so much as an early, 
Middle Eastern-influenced Sonic 
Youth. 1969's Phallus Dei 
("God's Dick") set their sound: 
trance rock mixed with 
psychedelic guitar lines and 
wailing vocals. They follow-up, 
Yeti (1970) is the real nads, 
though. One of the all-time 
classic rock albums, it repays 
almost endless listens. The drive 
of "Archangels Thunderbird," the 
over-bled vocals of "Eye Shaking 
King" and the sheer, unadult- 
erated brilliance of "Sandoz in 
the Rain" has never really been 
equaled. (Captain Trip) dbassett 


JOHN BARRY 

Best of the EMI Years Vols. 1, 
2and3 

Or "Twee for Two." Sometimes. 
Volume 1 covers famed "James 
Bond" theme performer John 
Barry's evolution from wretched 
Music Hall Bill Haley stylist in the 
late nineteen fifties through a 
brief Duane Eddy phase to his 
gear 1960 British JD flavored 
instro efforts. These later works 
feature John Barry Seven 
guitarist Vic Flick's predatory, 
razor-sharp twang and facile 


* 


histrionic sensibility. Volume 2, 
the best ofthe lot, is a far more 
bold and manful cinematic 
exercise. Compositions writ 
large in the:mascent Spaghetti 
Western soumd and the 
haunting Joe Meek inspired 
divertissements sweeping the 
British Isles circa 1961. Volume 
3 opens with the vaunted "Bond" 
theme itself and segues from 
Barry's alternately muscular, 
albeit somewhat string heavy, to 
his more generic 1963-64 era 
spy and mystery film scores. The 
latter are desperately popish and 
at times, embarrassingly 
amateurish, betraying an almost 
neurotic need to accommodate. 
On the whole though: 
happening. But only because 
we say so. (Scamp) sj & ds 


DENNIS BRENNAN 

lodine In The Wine 

“I've got some questions and | 
want some answers,” Brennan 
asks on this wonderful down 
home disc, and the listener after 
giving /odine a spin or two will 
probably find himself with a 
couple of questions. Like: Is 
there more of this guy's stuff out 
there?(Yes, the debut disc Jack 
In The Pulpit is just as good.); 
Why isn’t the man a big 
star(Small label does virtually no 
publicity); If this is supposed to 
be roots rock why does every cut 
assay a different form e.g. pop 
confections, poetic folk rock 
ballads, jazzy-blues? (Because 
Brennan wants to make records 
like the ones you grew up with. 
Those on which every song was 
unalike); Was there a better disc 
released last year? (No). 
(Rounder) ds 


BURZUM 
Filosofem 
Aleister Crowley saith "Do what 
thou wilt." We saith, "Thou wilt 
pull lanky, black hair over thy 
face, assume menacing postures 
and sing the following lyrics in a 
raspy voice over Black Sabbath's 
"Into the Void": ‘Grrrrr, Grrrrr. | 
am Oz! The great and powerful 
Oz! Grrr. Grrrrrr!" Do not 
question this for thou art 
Burzum, master of all that is 
scary and evil! Thou art also 
very silly and therefore we must 
decree to the great unwashed 
that these declasse Gothic 
metalscapes counterfeiting as 
songs most likely wilt appeal only 
to Dungeons and Dragons 
aficionados. So saith we. This 
we saith and no more. For verily, 
we doth find we are inadvertently 
beginning to lisp. (Feral House) 
sj & ds 


CIBO MATTO 

Super Relax 

Most hip Japan dance critic 
music. Play at all clubs. 
Soothing and good. Must dress 
better for this. Must hope no 
peoples laughs you for dance 
wrong to smooth funky disco 
sounds Tokyo hot hot Mon 
Amour. Cibo girls sweet with la 
la la and everything coming up 
nice. Beats soft and somatic. 
Japan Carnaby Street. Shaft 
with Nagasaki sashay some 
Velvet Underground morning. 
Don't be fool, get down and get 
funky or real. Cibo happening 
we know best. Understand 
Candy Tangerine Man and love 
Street Fighter down stuff. Shake 
booty glad more cool night. 
Before some take it and say 
more. (Warner Bros) sj & ds 


C.O.T.A. - Ta Wil 

Bird calls. Mysterious and 
inviting. Water rushing over 
rocks above. The drip drop drip 
of rainfall on a canopy of thick 
oversized leaves and lush fauna. 
Or perhaps it is a forest of tall 
redwoods. But here you are 
standing deathly still. Listening. 
Listening. And then it starts. 
Hollow plunk and mournful ping 
of primitive acoustical instru- 
ments establish subdued but 
insistent rhythms while the 


tive ancestors calls to us. At 
other times it is the guitar singing 
songs of love and loss to us in a 
few simple chords. In this world 
of perpetual twilight. Listen. Here 
is wonder. Here is that which is 
of us yet beyond us. Sublime. 
Supernal. Supreme. Music 
falling, dying and rising again. 
The enchantment of firewater 
drunk to the dregs as dusk begs 
the kind indulgence of day. 
(Charnel Music) ds 


CRADLE OF FILTH 

Dusk - And Her Embrace: 

A tableau mordant. Chilling 
intuitions of apocrypha from 
practitioners of the dark musical 
art known to acolytes as: BLACK 
METAL! Wraiths of melody 
which goes up when it rises and 
down when it falls but with such 
immense intervals between the 
notes as were never dreamed of 
in any mortal melody. Voices - 
thrilling, vibrating, piercing, de- 
void of compassion, now loud, a 
shrill scream of anguish, now 
soft, as a whisper, more human 
almost than the human voice 
itself! All in the service of visions 
so dark one must close the eyes 
to see them fully. (Fierce) ds 


THE CRUMBS 

The Crumbs 

The Crumbs’ rewed-up retro- 
punk calls to mind Rancid and 
Social Distortion, but they're 
much more fun. They avoid the 
former's ska inflections and the 
latter's self-hatred in 13 songs 
that load up on love trouble, 
beer-drinking shenanigans, and 
knuckle headed yucks. But their 
material has a tendency toward 
sameness, and they lack a 
distinctive guitar voice ala 
Johnny Thunders to push their 
attack above the standard two- 
guitars-bass-drums, power-chord 
racket. Still, The Crumbs 
shouldn't be swept aside right 
away. (Lookout) df 


MARTIN DENNY 
Hypnotique/Exotica III 

While visiting Haiti my wife June 
and | became fascinated by the 
different dance forms and music 
we experienced. One incident in 
particular made quite an impres- 


e 
humorless June preferring to 
while away her time drinking rum 
concoctions in ersatz Tiki 
Lounges, an architectural 
affectation that had become all 
the rage in Caribbean airports at 
the time.) During our stay in Port 
Au Prince, the hotel owner's son, 
a fey, somewhat dissolute mu- 
latto, arranged an invitation for 
the two of us to attend a voodoo 
ceremony. June (wildly inebri- 
ated as usual) and | were hardly 
prepared for the bizarre scene 
which greeted us. As we walked 
in, three voodoo drummers, sans 
drums, feverishly pounded away 
as the natives danced wildly, 
round and round in circles. One 
woman fainted as the spirit of 
Damballah passed through her 
tortured, writhing body. June 
just threw-up. | met the high 
voodoo priest who was able to 
converse with me in Spanish as 
he had lived for some time in 
Cuba. As a show of friendship, 
he pulled out a bottle and invited 
us to take a drink. | had a swig 
of what tasted like sweet ver- 
mouth, and then poured the rest 
of the bottle down the throat of 
my semi-conscious wife as the 
hotel owner's son chortled like a 
gibbering gibbon. Soon, another 
dance began and the high priest 
invited me to come up and join 
him! | was wondering how | was 
going to move to the percussive 
pounding. So | got up and did a 
little conga, followed by a barely 
ambulatory June who stumbled 
about like a blind man in a round 
room. The clincher came when 
the hotei owner's son, who had 
studied dance in New York, got 
up and did some ballet steps, 
wild gyrations, a backward flip 
and a psychotic masturbatory 
routine involving a gourd and a 
scented candle. Inexplicably, 
however, the voodoo celebrants 
turned ugly during his routine 
and set upon him with sharp, 
curved cane knives, literally 
cutting him to shreds. While this 
incident might have marred the 
evening for June, she in fact 
remembered nothing of it. | 
myself have nothing but the 
fondest memories of Haiti, its 
dusky people, and their 
laughably ineffectual rituals. 
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DINOSAUR JR. 
Hand It Over 
Hand it Over adds a new wrinkle 
in the form of a mellotron to the 
Dinosaur Jr. sound, but it's 
essentially the same big rock 
guitars coupled with whiny, 
mumbly vocals modus operandi 
that band leader J. Mascis has 
used for about a decade. 
Mascis' vocal inability often 
makes songs mesh 
indistinguishably, but he's a hell 
of a guitarist. Check out his Neil 
Youngish distortion workout on 
“Alone.” When he plays like this, 
his transgressions are bearable. 
His softer songs, however, make 
his weaknesses more apparent. 
Mascis singing may keep his 
guitar from reaching a larger 
audience; still, Hand it Over is no 
disgrace. (Blanco y Negro) df 


SERGE GAINSBOURG 
Histoire de Melody Nelson 
You're in Paris. 1982. It's four 
am. You've just left your third 
party of the night and you're 
headed to a fourth, mouth sour 
with red wine and hash. Bleary- 
eyed. Stinking of cigarettes. 
You pile into an aged Citron with 
eight or ten French people you 
don't know and the rusting auto 
dutifully plods after an attractive, 
short-haired gamine on a 
motorbike through the winding 
streets of the 18th 
arrondissement. The bike girl is 
wearing a green army jacket and 
a huge, insect-like helmet. As 
she slips through the light early 
morning traffic she occasionally 
hikes up her skirt and stands up 
on the pedals to wriggle her 
lovely bare ass at you. You 
eventually arrive at a squalid six 
story building, abandoned by all 
appearances, and you slowly 
work your way up a pitch black 
wooden staircase so worn and 
grooved in the middle that you 
must take the last stretch on your 
hands and knees. With effort 
you reach the sixth floor - which 
is under the eaves of the building 
- and push your way through a 
lively crowd of Senegalese 
immigrants lined up in front of 
the building's only working toilet. 
The stench of urine and sweat is 
almost unbearable. You follow 
the people you came with to a 


the hall, the only door with a lock. 
Strains of something that sounds 
like Lou Reed mumbling in 
dissolute French over a spacey, 
mid-period Stones backing track 
seep into the hallway from inside, 
Histoire de Melody Nelson. 
Someone begins to knock 
persistently on the door, and 
after what seems like an eternity 
a dark, beautifully Zola-esque 
French woman clad in a form- 
fitting brocaded Chinese dress 
admits you to the apartment. 
Pale, emaciated girls lounge 
about the butt-strewn oriental 
rugs on the floor. Badly dressed 
French men prattle amongst 
themselves in demotic German. 
The smell of Turkish hashish 
permeates the room. By the 
louvered balcony doors, a 
Gaulois plastered to his chapped 
lips, stands Monsieur 
Gainsbourg himself, chatting up 
a pouty, cheaply made up twelve 
year old wearing a ratty gray 
leather jumpsuit. She seems 
indifferent. He persists. He 
must. She is only twelve. But he 
knows that she is a woman. 
(Phillips) sj & ds 


THE GREAT SOCIETY 

Born to be Burned 

We were reluctant, suspecting 
Filmore East - were most 
pleased to discover, perhaps, 
Velvet Underground West. By 
way of background, the 
charmingly jejune Great Society 
comprised Grace Slick, husband 
number one Jerry Slick, and 
brother-in-law Darby prior to 
comely Grace's 1966 departure 
to the Jefferson Airplane. Subtly 
stalking melodic bass lines, 
cackhanded rhythm guitar 
redeemed by a driving ingenuous 
approach, and vaguely 
Arabesque ululating courtesy of 
the heavily-kohled, better than 
Nico look-a-like Grace Slick 
characterized the Society's 
sound at its best. Shiny, wistful 
psychedelic folk sporting 
earnestly lovely melodies and trite 
pseudo-philosophic meditations 
on daydreams, nightmares and 
love represent the flip side. Why 
the savagely lovely and semi- 
talented Grace left the garage to 
become the Liz Taylor of rock is 
a mystery which haunts 


historians to this day. Not us. 
Look, we're old enough to know 
the difference between a dumpy, 
lice-ridden hippy crash in the 
Haight and a lavishly furnished 
Topanga Canyon rambler; and 
we prefer the latter. (Sundazed) 
sj & ds 


GUITAR WOLF 

Missile Me 

The insidiousness of the 
Japanese never ceases to 
amaze us. Privy to the 
knowledge that The Ramones, 
after innumerable fairwell tours, 
had finally broken up, Emperor 
Hirohito ordered three skinny, 
semi-retarded teenagers to be 
shanghaied from an orphans' 
home, ensconced in wrap 
around shades, torn jeans and 
oversized black leather jackets 
and whisked off to New York. 
Upon arrival, they were driven to 
a recording studio where they 
were forced at gunpoint to 
memorize all the lyrics to the 
Animal Boy album and then 
scream them unintelligibly while 
the backing tracks to that 
"comeback" were played sans 
vocals with the faders turned way 
up so as to muddy the sound. 
The resulting product was to be 
foisted on an unsuspecting 
American public as the final 
Ramones' release in the hope 
that its very awfulness would so 
inflame its citizens that they 
would take to the streets with 
guns and rakes. However, the 
depraved Emperor, like all cheap 
criminals embarking on 
grandiose schemes, had made 
a fatal mistake. He had failed to 
take a head count. No matter 
how hard you screw up your 
eyes, three Guitar Wolfs do not 
four Ramones make. The Ip was 
hastily withdrawn in 
embarrassment and the tour 
canceled. We, here at Brutarian 
though, have managed to purloin 
a copy from Hirohito's library and 
so can tell you, while Missile Me! 
is no Animal Boy, it is rather 
enjoyable in it's own lo-fi, 
deliberately slapdash way. 
Especially when slapped down 
on the turntable after mass 
consumption of saki. (Matador) 
ds 


as NGO ii 3 - 
HAMPTON GREASE BAND 
Music to Eat 
They came from Atlanta. The 
year was 1967. As lead guitarist 
Glen Phillips recounts in the 
excellent liner notes to this 
reissue, they were a Zappa- 
esque crew heavily interested in 
dada theater and confrontational 
tactics. (They once nearly 
instigated a riot while opening for 
Alice Cooper, a truly amazing 
achievement.) In 1970 they 
signed to Columbia and released 
the double LP Music to Eat. It 
promptly stiffed, becoming the 
second-worst selling disc in 
Columbia's history (beaten only 
by a yoga record interestingly 
enough). The band scuffled 
around for a couple more years 
but their career was essentially 
over. They broke up in 1973. 
These Greasers may have come 
out of the South but they didn't 
sound Southern. This ain't Black 
Oak Arkansas, folks. Rather, 
these guys crafted a highly- 
strung prog rock wounding, 
more than anything, like early 
(good) Pere Ubu crossed with 
Santana and Jeff Beck circa 
Blow by Blow. Some of the jams 
here are windy and self- 
indulgent, as per the era, but 
most of the music has a crisp, 
bracing angularity which holds 
up well. Lead singer Bruce 
Hampton, when his muse was 
flowing ("Six," "Evans," "Lawton") 
would wail atop this jagged 
landscape like a hellfire-and- 
brimstone preacher on the third 
day of a revival meeting suddenly 
realizing Armageddon's at hand. 
In short, there's some powerful 
music here and you'd have to be 
pretty stupid to pass it up, 
especially now that it's out on cd. 
(Columbia/Legacy) doug bassett 


IGGY & THE STOOGES 

Year Of The Iguana 

You're still waiting for the next 
great Iggy album, ain't ya? Well 
fuhgedaboudit, the guy is clean, 
lean and these days, not even 
close to obscene. He's happy 
what with a Japanese doll and a 
spiffy East Side loft and all this 
newfound respect. Just address 
him as Mr. Oesterberg if you 
have the temerity to request an 
autograph at The Russian Tea 


Room. What you should d 
though is plunk down your hard 
earned clams for this totally gear 
compilation culled from the 
Bomp vaults. Alright, you'll have 
to use your equalizer to put the 
bottom back into some of this 
stuff but look what you get: 
Iggy's personal mix of "Death 
Trip," lggy's favorite version of "I 
Got A Right," Iggy's three most 
beloved unreleased Stooges! 
songs ("Head On," "Rubber 
Legs," "Till the End of the 
Night"), and the tunes Iggy still 
sometimes plays in concert even 
though he doesn't really like 
them all that much ("Scene of 
the Crime," and "Wild Love’). 
Iggy himself doesn't like this 
Bomp compendium all that much 
either as it reminds him of what 
he used to sound like when he 
cared. Go figure... (Bomp) ds 


MAN OR ASTROMAN 

1000X i 
We've always suspected that 
these gawky, bespectacled 
pretenders to surf sang froid 
were capable of doing something 
so irritating, so atrocious, and 
ultimately so silly that we would 
be unable to enjoy their earlier 
efforts forevermore. And they 
have. They have become Devo. 
In sound and in spirit. A 
tuneless, ineffectual Devo. A 
bad Devo. An evil Devo. 
Doppleganger Devo. Perhaps 
they are Devo. Perhaps we are . 
.. never mind. We are men. But 
perhaps we should not drink so 
much bourbon. (Touch & Go) 

sj & ds 


NAS 

It Was Written 

Now here's an album that sep- 
arates the Gs from the fleas. No 
doubt Tipper and her tsk-tsk 
force will hear the frank street 
language, references to violence, 
etc. and label Nas "just another 
gangster rapper. Then again, 
Ms. Gore et al. are the same 
“public guardians” who insist that 
"God" be bleeped out whenever 
“God damn" is uttered on TV-as 
if the deity's name is a profanity. 
Is that wacked or what? 

Don't make the same mistake as 
the Vice First Lady. I'll leave it up 
to others to debate whether Nas 


parameters of gangsta, but to 
call him “just another one" is to 
do a large disservice. Unlike 
(too?) many of his 
contemporaries, Nas doesn't cry 
in his 40; constantly harp on 
what a stud or bad-ass he is; or 
come across like he's going to 
go homicidal at any moment. 
Nas takes a step back from the 
self-centered in-your-face 
approach in favor of a "This is 
just the way it is in my world" 
delivery, not particularly 
judgmental but rather an 
objective view from the eyes of a 
realist. And it works. 

Case in point: the "Imagine that" 
interjections in the first hit single 
“If | Ruled The World." The tone 
is neither bitterness nor wander- 
lust, more of a shrugging "Yeah, 
like that's gonna happen” aside. 
This is not to suggest Nas is 
apathetic or satisfied; he instead 
sounds like a man who objec- 
tively looked at his situation and 
learned to deal maturely with it. 
Equally of interest is the 
musicality throughout Written. 
Going back to the above 
example, listen to the 
background choral hook, that 
harmony nothing short of 
beautiful. In fact, all musical 
elements on the disc are 
superbly produced, displaying a 
sophistication light years ahead 
of the rhythm box and samples 
crews. 

With /t Is Written Nas has hy- 
bridized the studio polish of R&B 
with the street grit of rap, creating 
one of the most consistently 
impressive Urban Adult albums 
of 1996. (Columbia) Stately 
Wayne Manor 


THE NEFILIM 

Zoon 

The wait is finally over, the 
guiding spirit of Fields of the 
Nephilim at last arising phoenix- 
like from the ashes of that late, 
great band. Is this worth the 
wait? depends on what you 
were waiting for. Anyone 
expecting vocalist-composer- 
producer-graphic artist Carl 
McCoy to retread the Fields 
sound is in for a very rude, very 
loud, awakening. Because for 
the most part, Zoonis a 
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rampage of death ince Bent 
guitar riffing and double-kick- 
drum thunder. And if you 
thought McCoy sounded gruff 
before, he now roars with such 
fury it's a wonder he has vocal 
cords left at all. Even so, the 
more contemplative moments 
haven't been forsaken. The 
titular epic begins with arpeggios 
that wouldn't have sounded out 
of place with the old band, then 
continues to crest and fall for a 
quarter-hour. "Melt" opens with 
starkly etched bass notes, layers 
in sensually spoken lyrics and 
plenty of atmosphere, and builds 
in intensity in an unhurried 
manner. Predictably, McCoy's 
new direction has taken a 
beating on the computer boards 
from change-resistant listeners 
who have every right to their 
opinion, but who are clearly 
unfamiliar with the philosophy of 
Aleister Crowley: "A single ego is 
an absurdly narrow vantage 
point from which to view the 
world." Live and learn. And 
welcome back, Carl. (Metal 
Blade) brian hodge 


OFFSPRING 

Ixnay On The Hombre 
Extreme Championship 
Wrestling on UHF. Terry Funk 
bleeding through his mask. In 
Hampden, somewhere on the 
outskirts of Baltimore, several 
punches fail to convince a 45 
year old female outpatient to 
leave a dilapidated wooden 
frame house. Her children call 
you daddy. You just wanted to 
watch Terry Funk. Screams rip 
through the chilly night as Funk 
pulls a beautiful black clad 
prostitute over the ropes, throws 
her dress over her head and 
savagely spanks her thong- 
adorned backside. Cheese 
graters, box-cutters and metal 
folding chairs are tossed into the 
ring as inebriated, greasy-haired 
youths make the sign of the horn 
while /xnay plays itself out over 
the roars of the semi-literate 
crowd. (Columbia) 


LEON PARKER 

Belief 

Percussionist Leon Parker thinks 
nothing of stripping things down 
to the essentials, even if it results 
in reducing his drum kit to a 


maa He ate Gaptiites the 
minimalist approach on his 
sophomore album, Belief. 
Featuring duets of marimbas 
and drums, percussion trios, and 
a septet with trumpeter Tom 
Harrell, an air of Afro-Caribbean 
trade winds wafts through the 
disc, noticeably with the 
aforementioned septet which 
utilizes a steel pan to great effect. 
"Calling Out," a winning 
composition adorned with 
inventive drumming and vocals, 
sounds a bit like Cuban Santeria 
music. Parker never loses sight 
of his jazz roots however. The 
title track smacks of Cannonball 
Adderly, and even Ellington is 
given play in the breezy "A 
Sentimental Mood.” (Columbia) 
hank bordowitz 


PAVEMENT 

Brighten The Corners 

All expression aspires to music. 
Pavement aspires to artlessness 
and the puerile expression of 
mendacity. A refusal to 
acknowledge melody, lyricism 
and structure. Strum und drag, 
cheap asides, occasional bursts 
of intensity. Wedded to nothing 
in particular. The “particular” 


_ asserted with slapdash 


enthusiasm. Sample melody: 
Dah dah dah. Oh dah dah dah. 
Sample lyric: "I'm sick of the 
forms, I'm sick of being misread 
by men in dashikis and their 
leftist weeklies." This passes for 
inspiration in a tired age. 
Listeners and practitioners of 
vaguely alternative music yearn 
for freedom from influence. Yet 
Pavement still breaks stone. 
(Matador) ds 


PEP GIRLZ 

Down 'N' Dirty 

Heavy, snotty, artsy, bombinating 
guitar yowl courtesy of four 
misanthropic Lower East Side 
lovelies. The faster numbers are 
bass fueled borborygmic 
psychedelic fuzz affectations 
veering dangerously close, at 
times, to boogie territory cf 
"Cheezeburger Delux which 
Bob "Big Bear’ Hite who also 
had breasts would have been 
proud to have penned. The few 
slow cuts are sludgy sonic stews 
of sleazy understated guitar 
maneuvers, thick dollops of 


slathering bass, and savory 
insensate vocals. We were 
captivated from the get go with 
"Proem" a fustian portrait of the 
quartet, courtesy of Kembra 
Pfahler (Voluptuous Horror of 
Karen Black) and thereafter 
continually thrilled by these Girlz 
affectedly unaffected 
performances. The piece de 
resistance however, was the 
fifteen minute plus 
expressionistic femme nouveau 
funk excursion in three 
movements entitled "Loisaida 
Sonata" in which this classical 
form is turned on its head in 
order to allow the choppy and 
delightfully unwieldy flowery 
guitar of Circularsaw Sally to run 
roughshod over sinuous bass 
lines and the sultry emoting of 
whomever it is singing. (Bomp) 
ds & sj 


THE PHOIDS 

Marianne Doesn't Know Yet 
Ya gotta love a band that 
includes a whoopee cushion in 
their press kit. Ya see, like dem 
Phoids, | am from New Jersey, 
and the whoopee cushion has 
played a vital role in Fubar family 
Christmases for many years. My 
brother really gets his kicks from 
making our cousin blast the wind 
(as if Hosehead needs any help). 
Yeah, ya gotta love a band that 
includes a whoopee cushion in 
their press kit . . . until ya actually 
hear 'em! For the most part, the 
Phoids play slightly above 
average, hoarsely sung, guitar- 
pop, bar-band fodder. There's 
some fairly proficient songwriting 
here, but their guitarist could 
stand to learn the value of 
restraint. Anyway, the whoopee 
cushion is boss. (Ng) df 


THE REVELATORS 

We Told You Not To Cross Us 
Turn up the amps, start 
screaming until your voice gives 
out, and pray the rest of the band 
can keep up. Not overly difficult 
as most of your songs have, at 
best, three chords. It's what you 
call, in a burst of enthusiasm, a 
rave-up. Sloppy, diffident, anal- 
expulsive garage rock bordering 
on the fabulous. But never mind 
that, let's face it, you're 
essentially making a fool of 
yourself in a desperate attempt to 
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get laid. Which never happens 
because it takes so much booze 
to convince yourself that people 
want to hear this nonsense that 
you and your bandmates are 
completely spent by the time 
management finally asks you to 
leave. Inevitably, you head back 
to the truck, pop in that trusty 
homemade Johnny 
Burnette/Link Wray tape, turn 
the engine over after five or six 
false starts and head home. 
Dreaming of girls throwing 
panties and house keys at your 
feet. (Crypt) sj & ds 


THE ROCK-A-TEENS 

Cry 

At its best, the Rock-A-Teens' 
reverb-soaked surf-rockabilly 
from hellis harrowing. Backed 
by a three-guitars and no-bass 
attack accented by the just the 
right dose of wall-of-sound 
production, singer Chris Lopez 
howls his inner pain using Lux 
Interior as a launch point. But 
disturbed individuals often make 
the best records - check out 
“Your Heart or Your Life." 
Moreover, the ‘Teens 
acknowledge their influences 
while making them sound fresh. 
Hell, Dom, this almost makes up 
for that Diana Froley CD! 
(Daemon) df 


SATAN'S PILGRIMS 

Around The World With 

Surf's up all around the world! 
Even in Italy where the favorite 
maritime activity is muff diving 
and in Spain where glory holes in 
public toilets are the proper 
forum for water sports. 
Undaunted, Satan's Pilgrims 
have eschewed their trademark 
morbid take on surf & drag for a 
peppy, almost absurdly sanguine 
overview of the genre. And it all 
sounds so delightfully boss - the 
guitars a clarion call, the drums a 
delightful refashioning of the 
doleful pounding of the waves, 
and the bass, normally an 
irritating cry to our more primitive 
impulses, seemingly absent. Only 
three originals (and they are 
choice) but what do you care? 
Especially when you've got 
reverb laden, tremolo stuffed 
remakes of hoary lounge classics 
like "The Godfather " and 
"Malaguena." (eMpTy) ds 


THE SHAME IDOLS 


Rocket Idols 

The Shame Idols’ guitar-and- 
piano-based power pop is 
bouncy and sugary sweet, at 
times annoyingly so. Tim 
Boykin's songs have hooks, 
harmony and tunefulness to 
spare, while his lyrics stick 
primarily to cars, girls and going 
to the drive-in with an occasional 
dash of mild sci-fi fantasy. The 
Shame Idols’ problem is that 
they're too squeaky clean, as 
though they've yet to have their 
first cigarette, much less a beer 
(the choice beverage here at 
Brutarian). Geez, two of them 
even thank God in the liner 
notes. Sure, they're competent, 
but they're utterly unexciting. As 
the cover art makes plain, Batgirl 
is their dream babe. Rocket Cat 
would get heavy air play in her 
lair. (Frontier) df 


NANCY SINATRA & LEE 
HAZELWOOD 

Fairy Tales & Fantasies 

To Lee she was a little girl in a 
woman's body, "five foot three” 
with "tiger eyes." "A fragile living 
thing.” While she was in fact 
divorce-tough and clearly well 
into her twenties, her coltish legs, 
wide hips, round, slightly beveled 
breasts and perpetual look of 
stunned innocence bespoke a 
beguiling naivete. Homely Lee 
took her under his wing and 
tutored her. Taught her about 
men. And their needs. Their 
filthy, childish needs. Eventually, 
the ungainly naif came to 
understand. What men wanted. 
What drove them. Notsex, but 
the possibility of sex. Allure, not 
satisfaction. Once Nancy was 
satisfactorily imbued with this 
provocative mystique, Lee took 
her and had her record a series 
of duets of his own devise - 
invariably stories of "rough," 
world weary men and their 
conjured maidens in imagined 
American pastorals. Every 
loser's fantasy - and, if Lee's 
compositions are any guide, 
every young girl's as well. "Some 
Velvet Morning," perhaps no 
more than an amusing bit of 
Vegas psychedelic kitsch at first 
blush, is in fact a romantic 
defeatist idyll so maudlin and 


earnestly sexual one would have 
to have a heart of stone to be left 
unmoved. "Sand," an aubade to 
a fantastic, ethereal creature is 
so impossibly lovely and 
lubricous one finds oneself weak 
kneed at the song's conclusion. 
On the whole, Lee Hazelwood's 
Fairy Tales & Fantasies are no 
more than calculated attempts to 
induce dirty, albeit gentile little 
reveries in the listener. Although 
ours tend to be far more 
pedestrian and practical. (Rhino) 
sj & ds 


SUGAR PLANT 

After After Hours 

Sugar Plant mixes blissfully 
ethereal guitars and keyboards 
with wispy female vocals in a 
manner that recalls a more 
electronic Cowboy Junkies. 
Other than the fifth track, 
"Behind the Door," which throws 
listeners for a loop with a blast of 
guitar feedback, the disc is a 
heavily sedated affair. Imagine 
the quietest moments from the 
third Velvet Underground 
crossed with ambient early Floyd 
and Eno with a Japanese singer 
subbing for Nico. While not up 
to the standards of any of the 
aforementioned, this disc is 
mildly trance inducing. (World 
Domination) df 


SUPERSUCKERS 
Must've Been High 
The Supersuckers say they had 
fun making this record. But 
they're a punk band trying to 
make a country record and, as 
expected, don't sound all that 
convincing in doing so. There 
are a few passable moments, but 
this set reeks of dilettante 
dabbling, even with guest 
appearances by Kelley Deal of 
the Breeders and Willie Nelson's 
ace harp player, Mickey Raphael. 
Must've Been High isn't as bad 
as, say, Almost Blue, but a band 
with more genuine country roots 
could have done this much 
better. (Sub Pop) df 


THE THROWN UPS 

Seven Years Golden 

On principle, solely on principle, 
mind you, one must lend an ear 
to a band that wrote songs about 
felching, hot lunches and 
pooping. And when you throw 
into the equation a vocalist who 
refused to sing, a rhythm section 
which rocked despite pretending 
not to, and a guitarist who made 
all manner of interesting, 
distorted, vaguely psychedelic 
sounds in the name of caprice, 
how can one not openly 
embrace a thirty-two song 
histoire d'art such as Seven 
Years? Some claim that this 
(whatever "this" might be) was 
the start of the Seattle sound; but 
a combustible admixture of the 
jejune and the cacophonous can 
never influence, the few sparks 
generated igniting only an auto- 
da-fe. Leaving us, seven years 
on, to sift desultorily through the 
ashes, and mourn what was little 
understood, little celebrated. 
Perhaps rightly so.. (AmRep) ds 


TRIAL OF BOW 

Rite Of Passage 

Primal, exotic soundscapes. 
Filled with drone at times. And, 
at others, with a clarity so 
startling you're sure you're 
listening to the sounds and 
visions which inspired the Sufis 
hundreds of years ago. But we 
live in the present. So imagine 
traveling through the sand-swept 
regions of the Middle East after 
having spent several weeks in 
Marrakesh. The familiar would 
begin to mix with the unfamiliar in 
your hashish ridden brain. Guitar 
and bass would give play to the 
e-bow, tamboura, manjira. 
Rhythms now impossibly 
languorous, now speeding off in 
directions you dare not follow. 
Soothing somehow. Provoking 
contemplation. And awe-struck 
dumbfoundment. And a 
thousand decisions and 
revisions. While you dream of 
young boys and girls just coming 
into puberty. (Release) ds 


THE URINALS 

Negative Capability... Check 
It Out 

A marvelous testament as to how 
less can be more. Of something 
or other. A pair of UCLA film 
students and a philosophy major 
founded The Urinals, taking as 
their starting point VU Live 69 
and filtering it through Truffaut's 
desultory approach to structure, 
sound and sense. The result 
was a tuneful, dark and 
engaging take on art/garage 
minimalism captured to best 
effect on two mind-bending eps 
and one arresting 45. Or maybe 
two arresting 45s and one mind- 
bending ep. Whatever. You 
make sense of the liner notes. 
What we can tell you, 
unfortunately, is that after The 
Urinals initial recordings these soi 
disant garagistes apparently 
mastered their instruments and 
forged a "new" sound more akin 
to the by-the-numbers L.A. punk. 
Proof, if anything, that a little 
college can be a dangerous 
thing. (AmRep) sj & ds 


U2 

Pop 

Poop is more accurate. For 
nearly 15 years, U2's modus 
operandi has been to make a 


- fully-conceived album (War, The 


Unforgettable Fire, The Joshua 
Tree, and Achtung Baby) 
followed by a dashed-off lesser 
work (Under a Blood Red Sky, 
Wide Awake Across America, 
Rattle and Hum, and Zooropa). 
As a springboard for their current 
tour and first album in nearly four 
years, Pop is a monumental 
turkey. There's plenty evidence 
of studio craftsmanship and 
electronic mumbo-jumbo here, 
but their songwriting has rarely 
been worse. Sure, there's a 
memorable riff here or bassline 
there, but catchiness is a rare 
commodity on Pop, and hooks 
are even harder to find. Pop isn't 
even up to Zooropa's level, 
which wasn't exactly high. Bono 
never could write a decent lyric 
and hasn't learned to do so yet. 
U2's guitarist, the Edge, has quit 
wearing a hat and now lets his 
bald head shine. A bolder 
statement than anything on this 
wretched release. (Island) df 


VARIOUS 

The Love Handle Lounge 

The Germans don't fuck around. 
You want to go to war? 
Howzabout we kill six million 
people behind the lines who 
have nothing to do with what's 
going on at the front? You 
want sublime orchestral music? 
We'd like you to meet Johann 
Sebastian Bach and Ludwig 
Beethoven. You want 
Romanticism? Let's get Mr. 
Goethe to write a book that will 
have half of Europe's 
adolescents throwing themselves 
off of buildings before the ink is 
dry on the printing presses. You 
want cocktail or lounge music? 
Weill give you that. And make 
you feel foolish for even vaguely 
desiring it. Yes, mein friends, 
this is the real goods. None of 
this cackhanded, vaguely 
effeminate nonsense passing for 
happy hour drink inducement. 
Volume One - Bachelor in 
Paradise: Esquivel, Sumac, 
Faith, Riddle, et al. artistes who 
truly understood the power of a 
brilliant sunset. How it can 
induce the desire for tipsiness in 
a man, the need to copulate in a 
woman. Heavily orchestrated 
and wildly melodic tugs at 
incipient alcoholic heartstrings . . 
Volume Two - Martinis, Bikinis & 
Memories: Has no overriding 
theme. Pure flummery courtesy 
of (primarily) no-name talents. 
Saccharine and ineffectual. The 
secret at the heart of this 
German take on mood muzak 
i.e. their total contempt for it. A 
brilliant if unlistenable savaging . . 
Volume Three - Exotic Embers, 
Forgotten Moods: Strings as call 
to suicide. Harmonic beauty 
forced to dressed in a 
pasquinade's clothes. Au fait, 
lambent arrangements 
desperately parading as au 
courant in a futile attempt to 
appear hip. And today failed hip 
is the essence of post- 
modernism and therefore hip. 
Dig? (LaserLight) ds 


VARIOUS 

Tranced Out and Dreaming 
Look, they can call this au 
courant disco frippery whatever 
they want to in England, New 
York and LA but it's nothing 
more than homosexual dance 
musique. 120 beats per minute 
sometimes disguised in 2/4 is still 
little more than booty fuck thrust 
with spacey overlays. It's 
definitely digable and all of us 
heteros would love to have it 
played at our local health club 
instead of Janet Jackson and 
Madonna but it just ain't 
politically correct at the present 
time to demand that gays stop 
pretending we can't suss them 
out a mile away and play the 
ammonia-nitrate fueled sounds 
to which they are so slavishly 
addicted. Which is a pity 
because only a dead person 
could keep from dancing to 
sardanapalien deliciae as marvy 
as this. (Mammoth) ds 


VARIOUS 

Lost Highway Soundtrack 
David Lynch's latest movie may 
be incomprehensible but it sure 
makes for easy listening. You 
get Angelo Badalamenti 
providing eerie longueurs, Barry 
Adamson checking in with eerier 
instrumental divertissements and 
au courant rockers like Trent 
Reznor, The Smashing 
Pumpkins and Marilyn Manson 
(why are their covers, here a 
demented take on Screaming 
Jay Hawkins' "| Put A Spell On 
You," so much more entertaining 
than their originals?) earnestly 
striving to create noirish 
dreamscapes. As an addled 
bonus we are graced with R&R 
Hall of Fame inductees Lou 
Reed ("This Magic Moment") 
and David Bowie perambulating 
on the wild side and a Kraut 
madman calling himself 
Rammstein goose-stepping like 
there's no tomorrow. An 
amazing compendium of hip 
sounds, the tape to play when 
cruising upscale suburban strip 
malls. (Interscope) ds 


VARIOUS 

Las Vegas Grind Vol. 3 
The gentle folks at Crypt may 
perhaps be too drunk to 
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remember volumes one and two. 
As this sounds very much like 
volumes one and two. No 
matter. Compilations of music 
fueled by alcohol and priapism is 
forgiven everything. Ah! Those 
impossibly sleazy strings. The 
sax groaning in the grips of 
tumescence. Those insipid 
rhythms demanding the listener 
grab the genitals, close the eyes 
and pray for release. While 
visions of badly-aging, middle- 
aged ecdysiasts, frayed 
banquettes, and filthy toilets 
dance about the head. Thirty 
cuts and almost every one, any 
one, will have you pawing at 
yourself in a sinful manner. 
Unless you are a girl. (Crypt) ds 


VARIOUS 

All Kinds Girls 

Doing all kindsa primitive, 
garagey stuff. Some of it poppy. 
Some of it rock heavy. All of it 
resolutely amateurish. Perhaps 
that's the point. We don't really 
care. We were too busy looking 
at all of the pictures of the girls 
and attempting to decide who 
would be the lucky recipient of a 
recording contract with the newly 
established Brutarian Records. 
For now, the coquettish Mini 
Skirt Mob gets our vote thanks to 
their come-hither looks, dark 
roots and retro-60's fashion 
sense. These Mobsters will in 
fact be invited to “camp out" at 
the Playboy-Mansion like 
Brutarian Estates to drink, loll 
naked in the Peeing Boy fountain 
and generally let their creative 
juices flow for weeks on end as 
we tirelessly perfect our 
recording techniques on each 
and every track they manage to 
“lay down." For our second label 
establishing release, well, all 
three members of Snatch appear 
to have the pneumatic figures 
and healthy air of sexuality 
required. Unfortunately, the 
most impressive composers on 
this disc, the Stepford Five, are 
perhaps the least attractive. The 
Stepford Five too however will 
eventually receive their summons 
to record at the Estates, but they 
will be allowed only to loll fully 
clothed and, preferably, in the 
backyard. There ís more sun 
back there... (Monster) sj & ds 
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WALT WANDERLY 

Samba Swing 

A Scamp compendium of 
organist-composer-arranger- 
bandleader Walt Wanderly's 
Brazilian swing: a surreally 
schmaltzy, vaguely exotic treacle 
calculated to soothe and smooth 
the savage desire to fornicate. 
About half of the tracks feature 
Stan Getz vocalist Astraud 
Gilberto, a delightfully colorless 
songstress whose soulless 
stylings were later cleverly 
purloined by Andy Williams! 
mistress and Spider Sabich 
murderer Claudine Longet. The 
remaining cuts are insidiously 
peppy instrumentals driven by 
Wanderlys purling organ. 
Imagine a day spent tripping 
through your local K-Mart, 
grooving on the blue light 
specials, digging the badly 
dressed inbreds, and later, 
sipping a flat Coca-cola at a 
badly worn Formica table in the 
dingy, blindingly white-walled 
cafeteria. All this while incidental 
muzak snakes its way into your 
subconscious from all imaginable 
locations and angles. Ah yes! 
Magically delicious. (Scamp) sj 
& ds 


SMOKEY WILSON 

The Man From Mars 

The guitar work cuts like a knife, 
the horns smoke and Smokey 
just burns baby! Southern-fried 
blues blowing away all that's 
come before it: pure heartfelt 
soul mania overtaking musicality. 
Musicality that is considerable. 
But musicality which, 
nevertheless, takes a back seat 
to Smokey's overwhelming 
presence. Out of space. Out of 
time. John Lee Hooker, Howling 
Wolf and Muddy filtered through 
an amiably deranged sensibility. 
A neanderthal in a spaceship 
boldly going where Afro- 
Americans have gone before; but 
it's a wilder, crazier ride. Strap 
yourself in, daddy, and get ready 
to go, go, go! (Rounder) ds 


danny Hellman 


THE COCKTAIL 

Joseph Lanza 

(Picador) A poetic meditation 
on the highball and its 
influence on American 
culture. A frappe of a book, a 
distillate of an intoxicated 
reverie of the world as pure 
verbal abstraction divorced 
from affect. A world of soft 
lights, seductive scents, and 
silken music. Soft, seductive 
and silken too is Lanza's witty, 
sardonic prose. Under his 
pen such inconsequen- 
tialities as the martini and the 
hotel lounge are made to 
seem as grand and fine as 
anything this century has 
produced. Which, come to 
think of it might, not be so far 
fetched. After all it was T.S. 
Eliot and not a member of the 
Rat Pack who wrote The 
Cocktail Party. And five of 
the seven American Nobel 
Prize winners for literature 
were heavy drinkers. As were 
many of the American 
abstract expressionists. 
Obviously, art looks to the 
stars with its feet firmly 
planted in the gutter. 
(Dominick Salemi) 


BAD NEIGHBORS Kathrine 
Beck 

(Doubleday) No person of 
worth makes happiness, or 
love, or money, or anything 
but thoroughness of life itself, 
the criterion of living. And 
only a lunatic seeks perfection 
in suburbia. Which is not an 
inaccurate term to use in 
describing the dysfunctional 
Jamison family's new next- 
door neighbor, Sue 
Heffernan. On the surface 
there doesn't seem to be a 
thing wrong with her. She 
treats her husband with loving 
deference, her children with a 
firm but loving hand, and the 
Jamison's with an almost 
courtly courtesy. Her home, 
which is immaculate, is 
decorated in the best the 
Spiegel catalogue has to 
offer. The cooking is a 
preternatural take on 
American standards. Yes, 
Sue Heffernan is just about 
perfect. It's ashame the 
Jamison's are not: but Sue 
can rectify that. Even if it 
means getting rid of a few 
people. A marvelous blend of 


satire, mystery and subtle 
social commentary, Bad 
Neighbors is a novel so 
drenched in contempt for the 
middle class and its 
disaffections the reader 
almost loses sight of the 
author's effortless way with 
character and story. 
(Dominick Salemi) 


LIVES OF THE MONSTER 
DOGS 
Kirsten Bakis 
(Farrar Straus Giroux) No 
big surprise that a dog can be 
woman's best friend. 
Especially if she is single and 
living in a marginal West Side 
neighborhood of New York 
City. In her first novel, Lives 
Of The Monster Dogs, Kirsten 
Bakis moves this theme to the 
border of science fiction 
country. Her dogs aren't 
fuzzy pups staring pleadingly 
from under pet-shop glass, or 
starved strays doing time 
behind the death-row mesh of 
the pound, or scarred flea- 
bitten hobos that slink from 
sight down reeking alleys. 
Bakis’ canines are six-foot tall, 
elegantly garbed "monster 
dogs," wealthy, mysterious 
celebrities inhabiting the 
Manhattan of the near future. 
It's the year 2008 
and Cleo Pira, a graduate 
history student recently 
dumped by hee live-in 


… “pdYfiind, sits brooding on a 


bench near the river. She 
knows her heart has literally 
broken, because as a 
lightning bolt hatchets the 
night sky, she feels 
"[s]omething just burst out 
and flooded down, all the way 
to my thighs, and it was 
exactly like melted wax. ..my 
heart split open . 

New York City is. 


obviously no safer in then 


im. Cleo has stash 

“asmâk laser gun - new, just 
out that year - in her boot, just 
in case. Vaguely, through a 
haze of misery, she hears the 
chop-chop of a helicopter: 
sees it settle on a nearby 
landing pad. Next day, on line 
at the deli, she spies a 
newspaper photo of the 


helicopter's passenger. A 
man-sized malamute named 
Klaue Lutz, walking upright, 
sporting an old-fashioned 
Prussian military jacket, 
spectacles, and a cane which 
it holds not in front paws, but 
gloved human hands. 

Pira soon encoun- 
ters one of the monster dogs, 
Ludwig von Sacher, and 
learns he's one of 150 male 
and female hybrids whose 
creation sparked a century 
before in the warped mind of 
one Augustus Rank. A 
strange, unlovable Prussian 
boy, he was abandoned by 
his father shortly after the 
death of his adored mother 
Maria, so the older Rank 
could marry his mistress. 
Cleo Pira, incidentally, 
resembles Maria Rank; this, 
and her naivete and poverty 
gain her entrance to the dog's. 
society. Fascin- ated, she 
learns their history. 

Augustus Rank 
learned accidentally, early on, 
that he only felt alive with a 
cutting blade in his hand. He 
conducted his first 
"successful" experiment at 
age thirteen, when he 
chloroformed a neighbor's 
cow, removed it's front legs, 
and surgically reattached 
them - backward. The cow 
was preceded by failed wing- 
grafting surgery on scores of 
mice, bats, birds. Then, when 
Augustus grew tired of 
working in miniature, he 
moved on to cats, geese, 
turkeys. His cow transplant 
gained him the mentor ship of 
a professor of surgery. 
Between studies he found an 
opportunity to murder his 
hated half-brother. Soon 
Rank had the patronage of 


Kaiser Wilhelm It who wapted.. 


a fanatically loyal "perfect 
army of dog soldiers." 

When after twelve 
years Rank was 
unsuccessful, he fled the 
wrath of Wilhelm to establish 
the town of Rankstadt in 
isolated western Canada. 
The horrible dregs of 
generations of failed 
experiments run wild, 
scavenging in the streets. But 


it's not until 1968 that the 
children and grandchildren of 
Rank's loyal assistants, led by 
Dr. Karl Hacker, complete the 
first successful monster dog, 
"Rupert," mechanical hands 
and all. His minor doggy 
flaws are corrected in later 
versions. The town rejoices, 
for the late Rank promised to 
return as war-like messiah, to 
lead the dog soldiers into 
battle against an unspecified 
enemy. 

Inevitably, the dogs 
rebel. They repay brutal. 
treatment with fire and death, 
destroy all traces of the town, 
and flee with the gold and 
Jewels remaining from the 
hoard Rank had embezzled 
from the Kaiser to finance his 
little empire. … `“ 


“=a The dogs check 


into-MtanKattan's Plaza Hotel 
(where else would.the natives 
barely raise an eyebrow?) and 
live in style. They wear fancy 
19th Century dress, throw 
parades and parties, and 
construct a.fairytale castle. 
As Pira meets more monster 
dogs, she's embarrassed by 
the fact that she owns a 
German Shepherd. Still, 
she's hired by Klaue, their 
leader, as a sort of-official 
biographer. Her first article 
(entitled "Doggy Style") is 
published by that up-scale 
celebrity rag, Vanity Fair. The 
dogs are worshiped as 
mindlessly as any movie star 
or supermodel. And, Pira 
realizes, will be juskas quickly 
forgotten. 

She feels a kinship 
with the dogs, a dying tribe 
who cannot reproduce and so 
face their own extinction. 

They embody herown, . 

adn sss and detactiment 
pf? SUrrounding world. 
She comes to love two in 
particular, Ludwig, the 
scholarly German Shepherd, 
and an elegant, sttowy 
Samoyed named Lydia, who 
will become godmother to 
Pira's daughter. 

There is the requisite 
catastrophe in the castle 
before book's end. Who 
survives, and who does not, is 
somewhat predictable. The 
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premise is engaging, despite 
flaws in Bakis' execution: 
Dialogue is often stilted: 
acceptable in the case of the 
dogs, who were raised in 
isolation in a sort of 19th 
Century time warp. But Para, 
a dull protagonist anyhow, 
has lines that frequently 
consist of inane mumblings: 
"Oh, okay;" "Yeah:" and "Yes, 
uh-huh, | guess so." This 
inarticulateness is antithetical 
to her occasional sharp 
insights on the themes of love 
and loss. 

The story is not 
nearly as vivid as it ought to 
be considering the material. 
The daily lives of the dogs in 
Rankstadt is especially difficult 
to visualize, we receive only 
brief descriptions of itin a 
couple of paragraphs, and 
learn of the massacre in an 
opera script written by Klaue - 
which of course we can't see. 
And we desperately WANT to 
know more, to get inside the 
heads of the dogs, know their 
thoughts, share their point of 
view. 

Bakis structures the 
book as a collection of letters, 
clippings, and diaries. This 
gives a documentary feel, but 
doesn't enlighten the reader 
sufficiently. Sometimes the 
plot's mechanics clank and 
grind like a rusty farm tractor. 
We are asked to swallow the 
surgical wonders responsible 
for the dogs' existence, but 
Basis shies froin science: 
She never explairis such 
practical concerns. Other 
inconvenient problems nag: 
How does a furry-faced dog 
"wince"? Would amputated 
paws ever stop hurting? 
Wouldn't mechanical 
prosthetic hands ever 
malfunction? Where did 
Ludwig get all those old 
paintings of Augustus Rank's 
mother Maria? And why, 
when the ailing, failing Ludwig 
is finally forced into hospital, 
isn't there some medical or 
scientific curiosity about his 
physiology? 

Such quibbles 
aside, Lives Of The Monster 
Dogs remains a wild modern 
fable, a tale of doomed love, 


of relived and redeemed lives, 
that is worth pursuing to the 
haunting, bitter-sweet end. 
(Lenore Hart) 


COUNTRY -THE TWISTED 
ROOTS OF ROCK 'N' ROLL 
Nick Tosches 

(Da Capo) The product of 
massive alcohol consumption 
and months misspent 
dreaming on things real and 
imagined, Nick Tosches 
besotted study of country's 
dark side reads like pages 
ripped from the journal of an 
obsessed and damned soul. 
There's no poetry, no 
sympathy here; only 
compulsion, drunken 
rambling and the harsh croak 
of cynical laughter. Subjects 
are taken up and discarded, 
stories with no beginning end 
somewhere in the middle, 
massive lists are compiled for 
no apparent reason, analysis 
ends up as a contemplation of 
nothing in particular. Sex, 
violence, madness, racism, 
cirrhosis: these are the notes 
Tosches consistently strikes, 
notes of a strange and lurid 
threnody, a lamentation for 


- lost innocence, a song of love 


and hate. Country music can 
do that to you if you get to 
close. Just ask Hank 
Williams. Senior or Junior. 
(Dom Salemi) 


CONCRETE JUNGLE Eds. 
Mark Dion & Alexis 
Rockman 
(Juno) Boy. This has been 
one of the tougher books for 
me to get my hands around. 
And as far as that goes, I'm 
not altogether sure I’ve got a 
proper grip on it even now. 
So forgive me if this review 
sounds a little tilted. Or off 
center. 

The promise on the 
cover was a good one. “A 
pop media investigation of 
death and survival in urban 
ecosystems.” Sounds good 
to me, what's in it? So | dove 
right in. 

Splash! 

And quite the 
dousing with cold water it 
was. 


My expectations got 
the better of me and the 
unpleasant surprise of the first 
several essays was almost 
enough to make me put the 
damn thing down and say, 
“The hell with it.” 

You see, this is a 
compendium of independent 
essays, cobbled together from 
disparate sources, in an 
attempt to weave a larger 
structure from its many 
different strands. Yes, Dion 
and Rockman didn't write this 
thing; they edited it. Still, we 
can blame them for choosing 
to place up front pieces which 
are fully capable of stopping 
potential readers dead in their 
tracks. Whey the hell did they 
do this? Dunno. 

But it's a near death 
sentence for Concrete 
Jungle. 

Of the 46 essays 
comprising the collection, the 
absolute worst ones, the most 
unreadable are IN THE VERY 
BEGINNING! Like some kind 
of roadblock erected to stop 
everyone except the most 
dedicated of readers. The 
interview with Andrew Ross is 
illustrative of this. It's the 
second entry in the book. 
And within, one of our editors 
(Mark Dion) takes it upon 
himself to have a little chat 
with a certain Andrew Ross. 
Who the fuck is Andrew 
Ross? Well... sex here that 
he's a professor and Director 
of the Graduate Program in 
American Studies at New 
York University. Uh oh, red 
flag. Warning. Danger. He's 
also co-editor of the journal 
Social Text (never heard of it, 
but | sure as hell don't like the 
sound of it). More red flags. 
More warnings. More danger. 
Yep, the guy’s a pinhead. 
Educated beyond the level of 
his intelligence. Out of touch 
in a large way. Talks like this, 
he does: 

My criticisms are 
strategic rather than 
constitutional, and they 
emerge out of the tensions 
within the ecology movement 
that are well-known: basically, 
the antagonism between the 
social 


justice and wilderness wings 
of the movement. 


lzzatso Mister 
Perfessor? My my my. 
“Strategic rather than 
constitutional”? What in hell 
does that mean, pray tell? 
And what, exactly, is the 
“social justice” wing of the 
ecology movement? Never 
heard of them, either. Do 
they all live just around the 
corner from you in New Yawk 
City? That | could believe. 

It's a damn shame 
that you gotta wade through 
shit like that before you get to 
the good stuff in this book. 
And there IS some good stuff 
in Concrete Jungle. Lots of it 
in fact. 

The entire section 
on parasites, “Hosting 
Others,” is excellent reading. 
Creepy as hell in places, but 
excellent nonetheless. The 
text and photos in “What 
Scavenges On The Dead’ is 
particularly icky. Just the 
thing for reading late at night 
right before you fall asleep. 

The “Road Kill” 
section is good too. Short, 
but good. Especially the part 
about what to eat. Hilarious. 
Just killer. 

Elsewhere, it's hit 
and miss. Bombs and 
rockets. All mixed together so 
you never know what's 
coming next. This, | like. 
There is a freshness to the 
scatter gun approach this 
book uses that manages to 
put some gloss on even the 
worst of it. 

In the final analysis, 
Concrete Jungle is about a 
hell of a lot more than “death 
and survival in urban 
ecosystems.” Looks to me as 
if our intrepid editors picked a 
rotten title and subtitle for this 
one as the material contained 
herein covers far wider 
ground than that suggested 
on the cover, Still, for the life 
of me, | can't imagine what, 
exactly, this thing oughtta be 
called. 

But buy the book. 
It's worth the price. Read it 
(well, you can skip the 
Andrew Ross interview). 


Then drop me a line care of 
this magazine telling me what 
you think it shoulda been 
titled. I'll pass the info along 
to the editors. Who knows? 
Maybe the second edition will 
have a more fitting moniker. 
(James MacLaren) 


CYBERSEX 

ed. Richard Glyn Jones 
(Carroll & Graf) No question 
about it, “sex” sells. You're 
reading this review because 
of that book title, aren't you? - 
And if | handed you a copy of 
the book, you'd start to flip 
through the pages out of 
sheer curiosity. Call it 
Darwinian fitness or call it 
being dirty-minded, but that's 
the way we're wired. 

Now as far as that 
“cyber” part... 

Sex on the Internet 
is a fact, and Virtual Reality 
promises even more vivid 
encounters. Still, the 
computer as electronic sex 
toy is only one future avenue. 
Think about advances in 
genetic engineering, in 
pharmacology and neurology. 
Think about changes in the 
social structures we all take 
for granted. Think about what 
sex could be like in the future. 

The mix of 
previously published stories 
included here is interesting: 
more than half were written 
before the birth of the 
personal computer, VCRs 
and the Internet. As Jones 
points out in his introduction, 
“these issues were being 
explored [in SF] long before 
they grabbed the attention of 
the media pundits. Artificial 
intelligence, robots 
indistinguishable from 
humans, minds and bodies 
electronically linked... these 
(and many other things) have 
been familiar elements in the 
SF universe for decades, and 
writers and readers have long 
passed the gosh-wow stage 
of simple amazement at such 
technological wizardry to 
engage in more intelligent 
debate about its possible 
implications, and its morality.” 

Consider that fair 
warning, because one thing 


you'll note here is the clear 
distinction between “gosh- 
wow” stories meant to shock 
and titillate, and stories written 
to explore and examine. By 
and large the authors of the 
former are mainstream 
writers, like kids at recess 
eager to flout authority and 
talk dirty now that the 
teacher's no looking; their 
stories don't take you very far 
from home. Will Self's “Profit 
and Lust” about the 
merchandising opportunities 
of future sexual trends, Jeff 
Noon’s “Artificially Induced 
Dub Syndrome,” and Martin 
Amis’ “The Time Disease” are 
prime examples of this 
approach. You might get a 
few giggles out of them, but 
they won't stay in your head 
like Canada's Jane Dorsey's 
stark cyberpunkish “[Learning 
About] Machine Sex.” 

Kathe Koja's “Points 
of View” raises some 
intriguing questions about the 
flip side of having multiple 
personalities, while Gene 
Wolfe's “It's Very Clean” is a 
crisp, cold tale about 
emotional distance in an 
Orwellian setting, told in an 
almost Hemingway-esque 
style. 

Two stories by (dare 
| say?) Venerable authors 
included here are Kurt 
Vonnegut's "The Big Space 
Fuck,” probably better known 
for being the first short story 
ever published in the US (in 
1972!) To have the "f' word in 
the title, than for being an 
especially clever story; and 
Harlan Ellison's surreal 
“Catman,” about a man willing 
to give up everything for the 
all-encompassing intimacy of 
immersible intercourse with 
an incredibly sophisticated 
computer. 

Interestingly, the 
nastiest, most effective stories 
here are by women. I've 
already mentioned Dorsey's 
contribution. Storm 
Constantine considers the 
future possibilities of S&M in 
“Kiss Booties Night-Night,” 
while Pat Murphy's coolly told 
“Love and Sex Among the 
Invertebrates” shows a 
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potential direction human 
evolution might take after 
nuclear war. James Tiptree 
Jr's (pseudonym for Alice 
Sheldon) “The Girl Who Was 
Plugged In” is a particularly 
brutal conte cruel about a 
woman made perfect by 
machines and then 
dehumanized by people. One 
of the most powerful works is 
Connie Willis’ “All My Darling 
Daughters,” which no 
publisher would touch, not 
even SF magazines, for 
several years after it was 
written. It probably wouldn't 
have seen print if Willis hadn't 
lobbied hard to get it included 
in her 1984 short story 
collection Fire Watch, and 
once you read it, you'll never 
forget it. 

For the most part 
the stories in this collection 
are a mixed bag. And the 
“erotica” content on the whole 
is pretty low. Still, no matter 
what your tastes, there are a 
number of brilliantly realized 
efforts here and three, 
perhaps four that are likely to 
haunt your dreams. (C.L. 
Brusso) 


WHAT WILD ECSTASY 
John Heidenry 
(Simon & Schuster) It began 
with a woman's orgasm. 
Such a little thing these days. 
But it is 1958 and what the 
clinicians at the Indiana 
Institute for Sex Research are 
attempting to ascertain is 
whether the female is capable 
of climaxing without a male 
partner. So there they are 
with their cameras and charts 
and there lies a naked female, 
on her back, vagina spread 
open by a speculum, rubbing 
her clitoris furiously. She 
comes. As do many of the 
382 women who follow in her 
wake, volunteers in the most 
ambitious study of sexual 
physiology ever undertaken. 
It has taken thousands of 
years to get to this but now 
man has irrefutable proof: the 
world does not revolve 
around the penis. 

And the world will 
never be the same. 

So begins former 


Penthouse Forum editor John 
Heidenry’s lively and highly 
entertaining study of the “rise 
and fall” of the sexual 
revolution. The larger 
message of which is that said 
revolution is part of a 
ineradicable continuum that, 
far from winding down, has 
scarcely begun. With its 
“epicenter” having been, and 
still remaining, the United 
States. 

Following hard on 
the heels of the “discovery” of 
women’s anatomical and 
psychosexual self sufficiency 
came further shocking 
revelations in studies first by 
Dr. Alfred Kinsey and then his 
disciples Masters and 
Johnson which collectively 
worked a sea change in the 
collective sexual 
consciousness of the western 
world. What these studies 
essentially showed, in sum 
were that women were 
different from men sexually; 
they didn’t need men to 
arouse and satisfy 
themselves; and, perhaps, 
most importantly, they were 
capable of more and deeper 


- orgasms than even the most 


potent male. 

Heady stuff, food for 
thought which led society to 
begin questioning other 
fundamental, long-held beliefs 
about sex and sexuality. If 
women could achieve 
pleasure solely through 
masturbation then perhaps 
masturbation was not such a 
bad thing? Nor aids to 
masturbation such as 
pornography and sexual toys? 
And from there was it such a 
reach to begin reexamining 
the notion that homosexuality 
was an illness? Pleasure is 
pleasure. Shared pleasure 
more pleasant still. Does it 
matter whether one shares 
with a man or a woman as 
long as both are consenting? 

This change in 
consciousness may not seem 
so earth shattering today but 
through four major narrative 
strands - sex research, 
pornography, sexual 
minorities, and contemporary 
sexual culture - Heidenry 


reminds of just how far we 
have come (Gay and 
Women’s rights, expanded 
1st Amendment protections, 
the liberalization of the notion 
of the erotic to include many 
harmless paraphilias, the 
universal availability of birth 
control and abortion) and how 
far we have to go (AIDS, rise 
of the Christian right and 
feminist anti-pornography 
groups, popularity of Gay 
bashing). 

In the final analysis 
though, Heidenry views this 
roughly thirty year period as a 
failure as “the United States 
and most other Western 
countries remain more deeply 
polarized over sexual issues 
than at any time in their 
history.” 

There were many 
heroes though and their 
stories, as well as those of the 
many charlatans and 
exploitation mavericks, more 
so than the penetrating 
sociological and cultural 
analysis that informs so much 
of Ecstasy, are what keeps 
you turning the pages 
(curiously fascists like the 
MacKinnons, Dworkins and 
Meeses under Heidenry's pen 
come off as either misguided 
or uninformed). Intimate 
looks at the painstaking 
efforts and risks Hugh Hefner, 
Bob Guccione and Larry Flynt 
took in building their empires 
and how others like Reuben 
Sturman lost his read like the 
sleaziest, juiciest pulp fiction. 
The valiant attempts of 
individuals like Annie 
Sprinkles and Marco Vassi to 
fashion something credible 
out of what is essentially 
erotomania are at once 
cautionary and inspirational. 

Amidst all the 
pessimism, the author offers a 
glimmer of hope declaring 
that “someday” we will free 
ourselves by recognizing that 
interpersonal bonding, not 
procreation is “the primary 
purpose of any sex act.” It’s 
hard to believe that after all 
this time there are people who 
would take exception to such 
a statement. (Dominick 
Salemi) 
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Buon giorno, my wayward children. His Holiness is happy to begin this installment of the 
Bull with news of the Madonna of the Mat, Missy Hyatt, surfacing in a wrestling circuit 
calling itself the International Professional Wrestling Association (IWPA). Centered 
somewhere in the wilds of the Shenandoah Valley, the Association has drawn a lot of 
attention thanks to a series of articles in the Washington Post chronicling its heroic 
attempts to establish itself in the capital of that only partly Catholic nation. Apparently, 
the blue noses and politically correct have decided to take exception to a sport in which 
men are men, women are alluring and all are asked to bleed for the art. Scampi fra 
diavolo! So we are presented with the sorry spectacle of the IWPA literally begging, 
testicles in hand, to perform. Recently, the circuito was forced to cancel a show because a 
Virginia county factotum of Arab extraction made a big, how you say, stink about the Iron 
Sheik's inclusion on a benefit card at a local high school. Those of you living in the 
original colonies of North Carolina, Virginia and Maryland are humbly ordered to support 
this fledgling organization when it deigns to make an appearance. They put on a bella 
show and usually have a number of athletes from ECW, WCW and the WWF on hand. 
Although for the Pontiff, having Missy in attendance at ringside is enough, eh? Andrea del 
Sarto! What a body! . . . And while He is on the subject of wrestling, He is of the firm 
belief you should esaminare FROM PARTS UNKNOWN, the only all masked- 
wrestler/superhero publication available in North America. The publishers claim to first 
don masks before even sitting down at their word processors which for the Pope is 
something akin to wearing a hair shirt. Such dedication has not been seen since Mil 
Mascaras eliminated himself at The Royal Rumble before one of the WWF Methodists had 
a chance to do it themselves. What makes FPU such a Catholic experience however, is 
the publishers' coverage of subjects they deem are part and parcel of the masked wrestling 
experience: surf music, cheesy toys, vintage cars, etc. Curiously, the bambinos talk little 
of women. We pray that they have not fallen into the vile practice of man love. A mortal 
sin which merits immediate excommunication and, had The Pope his way, a public auto 
da-fe ($3.95 to Box 520, Hamtramck, MI 48212)... Our good friends at Something 
Weird Video have started yet another in their amazing series of re-releases of obscure 
drive-in and grindhouse fare. These Weird ones are calling it HARDCORE HORRORS 
and from what the Pontiff has seen thus far, ex-cathedra of course, it's a winning mix of 
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violence, bad acting and semi-attractive Baptists in flagrante delicto. Throw in all the 
cliched "surreal" camera work and dime-store monster costuming and you have a, laugh 
rioto on your hands. That is if your hands are not too busy touching yourself in a sinful 
manner. All of the tapes are double features and one of them is an impossibly rare 
vampire feature by rumored Mormon Ray Dennis Steckler, the highlight(s) of which find 
male sinners having their cosi fan tuttis bitten to the quick by female creatures of the night. 
"Aida” does not begin to describe this vileness ($20 per video to Box 33664, Seattle, WA 
98133)... The idolaters residing in that Sodom otherwise known as New York City have 
chosen to anoint CRANK as their favorite zine and much as He hates to admit it, this 
scandoloso publication has provided Him with plenty of bathroom chuckles. Especially as 
it provides a simple how-to suicide guide in almost every conceivable form for all non- 
Catholics As well as a comprehensive guide to the pagan King, Elvis Presley on celluloid 
and a complete listing of every episode of il valorosamente Columbo none of which, 
thankfully, was condemned by my Catholic Board of Review a dispetto di fatto that a 
member of the Jewish persuasion was playing an Italian. There's also a compendium of 
movies designed to arouse the teenage masturbator and all manner of complaints disguised 
as essays. A necessary purchase, He thinks, for those living the United States of Apostasy 
($4.00 to Jeff Koyen, Box 633, Prince Street Station, NY, NY 10012)... Your spiritual 
leader has lived longer than he cares to admit and He has seen many things but Dio mio! 
nothing, not even the Book of Revelations, prepared him for HAIR TO STAY, a 
magazine devoted to hirsute women. Stories, fantasies, film reviews all centering on 
members of the fairer sex who suffer from an overabundance of body hair. A 
heartbreaking condition the Pope believed to be limited solely to post-menopausal 
Sicilians. And in nome del cielo! Those pictures! Of beautiful, shapely, animales. With 
more fur than my amanuensis Rudolpho! Who has a subscription and leaves his dog- 
eared, vasoline-stained copies by my bedside to torment me! It's ripugnante but also, how 
do you say, provocante. ($10 to Winter Publishing, Inc. Box 80667, Dartmouth, MA 
02748) .. . His Holiness has always had a warm spot in his heart for the retro, beat-crazy, 
erudita garage music magazine UGLY THINGS as they were one of the first publications 
of any kind to sing the praises of His favorite band: The Monks. The latest issue features 
extensive coverage of the saintly psychedelic British outfit, The Creation, an interview 
with leggendario proddutore Shel Talmy (Kinks, Who, Easybeats, etc.), a Pretty Things’ 
update e molte, molte more. Andrea del Sarto! The record and book reviews alone are 
worth the price of the $4.95. (3707 Fifth Avenue #145, San Diego, CA 92103)... 
Anytime He is presented with a story openly reviling the heathen schiuma of Scientology 
His heart is filled with gladness. As was His glans after many furtive perusals of the bella 
futuristic pop magazine e nomine X. Molte pitturas of shapely American women without 
the hair and articles and stories on the sex and rock & roll. The Pope found the interview 
with heretic Larry Flynt quite esasperante and the feature on Giger-influenced artista Rex 
Diabolos Church a marvel of graphic design. In fatto, X herself is a marvel of graphic 
design and problemente the reason Rudolpho subscribes as he cannot read the English. 
Nor the Italian for that matter. A questione to the publishers and Americans in generale. 
The young women in the Schoolgrrlz pictorial, are they really of high school age? If so, 
c’e poco there is so much pregnancy overseas when the teenage looks all the time like 
something from a Rubens ($5 to 625 W 10th Ave #324b, Portland, OR 97205)... 
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